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ww The Epiſile Dedicatory. 
are ſo many People write Panegyricks, and ſo few de- 
ſerve em. I am ſure you ought not to ſit for your 
Pihre, to ſo ill a Hand as mine. Men of your Lord- 
ſhip's Figure and Station, tho uſeful and ornamental to 
the Age they live in, are yet reſery'd for the Labours of 
«the Hiſtorjan, and the Entertainment of Poſterity ; nor 
ought to be aſpers'd with ſuch Pieces of Flattery while 
living, as may render the true Hiftory ſuſpected to thoſe 
that come after. That which ſhould take up all my Care 
at preſent, is moſt humbly to * * Lord ſhip's par- 
don for importuning you upon iis account; for ima- 
gining that your Lordſhip (whoſe Hours are all dedicated 
to the beſt and moſt important Uſes) can have any Lei- 
fure for this Piece of Poetry. I beg, my Lord, that you 
will receive it, as it was meant, a Mark of my entire 
Reſpe&t and Veneration. 

toys it may be ſome advantage to me, that the Town 
has not receiv'd this Play ill; to have depended merely 
upon your Lordſhip's Good nature, and have offer'd 
ſorhefhing without any degree of Merit, would have been 
an,unpardohable Fault, eſpecially to ſo good a Judge. 
The Play it ſelf, as I preſent it to your Lordſhip, is a 
much more perfect Poem than it is in the Repreſentation 
on the Stage. I was led into an Error in the writing of 
0 by thinking that it would be eaſier to retrench than to 
add: but when I was at laſt neceſſitated, by reaſon of 
the extrepie Length, to cn off near ſix hundred Lines, 
1 found that it was maim'd by it to a great diſadvantage, 
The Fable (which has no manner of Relation to any 
part of true Hiſtory) was left dark and intricate, for 
want of a great part of the Narration, which was left 
out in the fuſt Scene; and the Chain and Connection, 
which ought to be in the Dialogue, was interrupted in 
many other Places. But ſince what was omitted in ihe 
Aging is now kept in, I hope it may indifferently enter- 
tain your Lordſhip at an unbending Hour, The Faults 
which are moſt-generally found, (and xhich 1 could be 
very proud of ſubmitting to your Lordfhip's Judgment, 
if you can have leifure for ſo trivial-a Cauſe) are, that 
tue Cataſtrophe in che fifth Act is batbarous, and ſhacks- 
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/ | * n / 
The Epiſtle Deditatory. in |} 
| the Audience, Some People, whoſe Judgment 1 
to have a deference for, have told me, that they wilh'd 
1 had given the latter part of the Story quite another turn; 
that Artaxerxes and Ameſiris ought to have been pte - 
ſerv'd, and made happy in the Concluſion. of the Plays 
that beſides the Satisfaction which the Spectators would 
have had to have ſeen two viriuous (or at leaſt innocent) 
| CharaQers, rewarded and ſucceſsful, there might have 
1 7 been alſo a more noble and inſtructive Moral drawn that 
| way. I muſt confeſs if this be an Error, (as perhaps it 
may) it is a voluntary one, and an Error of my [Judg- 
: ment: Since in the writing I actually made ſuch a ſort of 
an ObjeQion to my ſelf, and choſe to wind up the Story 
: this way. Tragedies have been allow'd,. 1 know, to be 
' written ways very beautifully: But ſince Terror and 
Pity are laid down for the Ends of. Tragedy by the great 
Maſter and Father of Criticiſm, I was always inclin'd to 
\ fancy, that the laſt and remalnjag Impreſſions, Which 
- ought to be leſt on the Minds. of an Audience, ſhould. 
proceed from one of theſe two. They ſhould be ſtruck 
with Terror in ſeveral parts of the Play, but always con- 
clude and go away with Pity; a ſort of Regret Pn 
from 1 which, tho an neſs; is not a 
ways diſagreeable to the Perſon who feels it. It was this 
Paſſion that the famous Mr. Otway ſucceeded ſo well in 
touching, and muſt and will at all times affe& People, 
| who have any Tenderneſs or Humanity, If therefore 
had ſav'd Artaxerxes and Ameſtris, 1 believe (with ſu 
miſſion to my judge) I had-.deſtroy's the greateſt occa- 
ſion for Compaſſion in the whole Play. Any body may 
ceive, that ſhe is rais'd to ſome degrees of Happineſs, 
hearing that her Father and Husband are living, 
(whom ſhe had ſurpos'd dead) and by ſceing the Enemy 
and Perſecutor of her Family dying at her Feet, purpoſe- 
ly, that the turn of her Death 12 be more (| zing 
and pitiful, As for that part of the Obje&ion, hi 
ſays, that innocent Perſons ought not to be ſhewn un- 
fortunate; the Succeſs and general Approbation, which 
many of the n that 6 
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wi The Epiſtie Deditarory. 


' which were built on that Foundation; have met with, will 


ide a ſficient Anſwer for me., 


That which they call the Poetical Juſtice, is, I think, 


 *MriMly*obferv'd; che two principal Contrivers of Evil, 
the Stateſman and Prieft, are puniſn'd with death, and the 


Qseen is deposd from her Authority by her own Son ; 
Which, 1 ſuppoſe, will be allow'd as the ſevereſt Mortifi- 
eation that could happen to a Voman of her imperious 
"Temper. | | 

If there can be any-excuſe for my entertaining your 
Lordſhip with this detail of Criticiſms, it is, That I 
would have this firſt Mark of the Honour I have for your 
Lordſhip appear with as few faults as poſſible. Did not 
the prevailing Character of your Lordſhip's / excellent 
Humanity and Good · nature encourage me, what ought I 
not to fear from the Niceneſs of your Taſte and Judg- 
ment? The Delieacy of your Reflections may be very 
Fatal to fo rough a Draught as this is; but if I will be- 
Aieve (as 1 am ſure 1 to do) all Men that I have 
Heard ſpeak of your Lordſhip, they bid me hope every 
thing from your Goodneſs. This is that, 1 muſt ſincerely. 
own, Which made me extremely ambitious of your 


Lordſhip's n for this Piece. I am but too ſenſible 


that there are a Multitude of Faults in it; but ſince the 
Good · nature of the Town has cover'd, or not taken no- 
tice of em, I muſt have ſo much diſcretion, as not to 
look with an affected Nicety into em my ſelf With all 
the Faules and Imperfections which it may have, I muſt 
"own, I ſhall be yet very well fatisfy'd with it, if it gives 
me an O ty of reckoning my ſelf from this time, 
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In Purple Pomp adorn ** * Scene, 


p R 0 L 0 G U E, 
5 Spoken, by Mr. Bertenon, | A 


= 7 dying Levers yet deſerve a Tear, | 

If a'ſad Story of 5 Maid's Deſpair, __ 

Net. _w_ Compaſſion m the puying Fair : 

4 " This Da her does bis Art. : 
The ſoſt our Souls to try. ; 

Nor let i Tat Bat his Mind — © 1 

The Brute Philoſopher, who ne'er has prov'd 

The Joy. of * or of being Lov'd; _ » 

ſeorns munen Nature fe conſe . 17 e 

And ſtriving to be more than Man, is leſs. Fe" EO 
Nor let the Men the weeping Fair accuſe, 

The f Proteftors of the Tragick Muſe, : 
ai did mein yay 's Labougs croun, 2 

. 2 440 own : — 
— Tears their Art, not — has confeſt, 
Their Gnief wpprov'd the Nicopeſs of their Taſte; ... 

And they Sage well, because 4 ie baht. 

O could this Age's Writers hope to find 

An Audience to-Cornpaſſion thus inclin d, 


The Stage world need Farce, . nor Song, nor Dance, F 
F 


Nor Capering Monſieur ought from active France. | 13 
Clinch and his Organ-Pipe, | bis Dogs and Bear, 
To native Barnet might again repair, x : 

Or breathe whth Captain Otter Bankſide Air: 1 
Majeſtick Tragedy d once agen | wg th 


viii PRoOLOGux. 

Her Search ſhould ranſack all the Antients Store, 

The Fortunes of: their Loves and Ar ms explore, 5 

Such as might grieve you, but ſhou'd pleaſe you more. 

What Shakeſpear durſt not, this bold Age 22 „„ 

And famous Greek and Latin Beauties ſbe sp. 

Shakeſpear, whoſe Genius to it ſelf a Law, 

Could Men in every Height, of Nature draw, . 
ind copy'd all but Women that he ſaw. | 

hoſe antient Heroines your Concern ſhou'd move, 

Their Grief and Anger much, but moſt their Love 

For in the Account of every Age wefing. * . 

The bell and faireſt of that Sex were kind. 

To Pity always and to Love inclin'd. 

Aſert, ye Fair. ones, who in Judgment ſit, 3 

Your antient Empire over Love and Wit , . * 

Reform our Senſe, and teach the Men t' obey; 

They'll leave their Tumbling if you lead the way. 

Be but what thoſe before to Otway were;  _ 

© were you but as kind, we know you are as faire 


0 
E PI LO GVU E, 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


= HE Spleen and Vapours, and this doleful Play, 
= Have mortify'd me to that Height to-day, 
6 That 1 am almoſt in the mortal Mind © 
E To die indeed, and leave you all behind. 
- Know then, ſince I reſolve in peace to part, 
I meanto leave to one alone my Heart: | 
-(Laft Favours will admit of no Partage, 
{bar all Sharing, dur upon the Stage) 
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To 


The Peaceful) ch 
To 1 J 


EP1LOGUE. 
To one who can_with one alone be bleſft, 


That Phoenix in your fickle changing Kind / 


New Loves, new Interefis, and Religions new; 
Still your Fantaftick 


Tour fickly Fancies bo poſſeſs 
And every refileſs Fool would change $10 ? 


Some weary of their _ and 


Want to be hoifted up 


Whilſt from the — Height 2 Wi 7 
We find your waveri 
Since all our Pains a 
Muſick in vain fi 
Her Siſter Poetry 


per to * 
— to Yo phe e is * 
ts with 

echning Head : 


r purſue. 


what you 


Ad 


Show bus a Mimick Ape, or French Buſſoon, 
You to the other Houſe in Shoals are gone, 
And leave us here to tune our Crowds alone. 


Auft Shakeſpear, Fletcher, and eie Bam. | U 


De left for Scaramouch and Harlequin? 


Allow you are unconflant, yet 'tis range 
For Senſe is ſtill the ſame, ns oe ag 


Tet even in that you vary as the 


And 


every new Notions are 
Nay, there's a * Wit has found, as 1 am told, 


New Ways to Heaven, de 
He fears he'll ſpoil the 


”; and coup e 
ſhall no more be rung, nor Graves be madey 


profefe'd. 


reft. 


of the old : 


The Hearſe ant Six no longer be in faſhion, 
Since all the Faithful may expeft Tranſtation. 


What think 
Tu lay 


aſd, the 


of the Project Tm for — 
fooliſh Thought: 


Preſerve my Youth and Vigour for . 
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34 rza, Firſt Miniſter State int reeman, at 
Intereſt of Artemiſa and Artaban, 85 * F f l 
git Priel of t he gun, Friend to Mr. Bowman. 


Mirza aud the Queen... | |, 
Helen Friend F Se | "Mr. Peck. 95 5 26 
rchanes, Capiaty ua 40 exe, 
ile Nn. rt 


2 60 » 47 : boys eUFID 13% Cf R r 


« f* 
Ny £43% i 


OMEN. > 


Artemiſa, Farworly the riß er 12 1750 , 10 4 
baſus a Perſin Zend, wow married 27% Bi UF 
LOT IN of Perſia. g e bag. . 
meſtris to Mem 
— and add dlov'dby 2 85 argue. 
erxes. 5 f 14 
Cleone, Baan lier u Mirza, in 3 , oY „* 7 — 5 
with Artaxerxes, and belev's by$ Mrs. Bowman... 
Attaban. 


Beliza, Confident to Cee. . Marin, 


ACA ® 


— 
2 
ts at 


< *% » 
——o_<.. 


9 es is. Mo. ttt it. 1 * 
— 


Ambitious Sree-Mornzs. 


AT, 8 3% 010 n . KEY 1 


N 9 2 * ** : . . 
chꝛunt —— 4 . 4 175 N ici $4 # 4 fa ae 7 37+ 3s. 


— 


- 


las s, A. 


Jer r biin ſt * M mW 
"ava; yy King 17 5 
ag one, whom en we mug 

ber with the Living, en 
3 We fay the moſt ip. AF tho ſure it 
be fapjice far, to quit a wretched Bein 8 


Than Keep it on ſuch Terms: For as I enter d 


21 
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The Royal Lodging, an univerſal Horror | 
Struck thro? * Eyes, and chill'd my very Heart; 4 t 
The chearful H was every where ſhut out "be 
With care, and "Jef a more Jude midnig | | 
Such as might ey'n'be felt: A few dim Lamps 2 
That feebly lifted up their ſickly Heads, 
Look'd faintly thro” "the Shade, * 


Fr 
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12 The Ambitious 'Step-Mother. 
More diſmal by ſuch Light ; while thoſe that waited, 


In ſolemn Sorrow, mix'd with-wild Amazement, _ 
a 1 * RY Comer „ „ 2 Lo ds A "& om 
Ober ya A dead Silenen 


by | ZE Ba 7 , 
May. My Lord, I did; treading with gentle f 
1 reach'd the Bed, which beld „ Fa 


Of great Arſaces : juſt as I approach'd, .... wa 
His drooping Lids, that ſeem'd for ever clos'd, 


At which ev'n Kings | 
Their common dle Office, and were ſhaded ' © * 
With an eternal Night. Struck with a Sight, 
That ſhew'd me Human Nature fall'n ſo low, 
1. haſtily reti d. | 
Mirz. He dies too ſoon ; 
And Fate, if poſſible, muſt be delay'd; 
The Thought that labours in my forming Brain, 
Yet crude and immature demands more time. 
Have the Phyſicians giv'n up all their hopes? 
Cannot they add a few days to a Monarch, 
In recompence of thouſand __ Fates, 
W hich their Dog daily haſten 
Mag. As I p p | 
The autward. Rooms, I found 'em in Conſult ; 
] ask'd em if their Art was at a ſtand, | 
.And could not help the King : they ſhook their Heads 
And in moſt grave and ſolemn wile unfolded 
Matter, which litile purparted, but Words 
-Rank'd in right learned Phraſe ; all 1 could learn, was, 
That Nature's kindly Warmth was quite exti 
Nor could the Breath of Art kindle again 
Th" Etherial Fire. | | 
Mirz. My Royal Miſtreſs Artemiſa's Fate, 
And all her Son young Artab an's high Hopes, 
Hang on this lucky Criſis; ſince this day, 
The haughty Artaxerxes and old Memnen 
Enter Perſepolzs : The yearly Feaſt P, 
+ Deyoted 10 our glorious God the Sun, 3 


1 Ambitions Sp. Marker * 
Hides their deſigns under a holy Veil; 
And thus Religion is a Mack for FaRtion. E 
But let their Guardian Gewiz ſtill be warchful, | - © 
For if chance to nod, my waking V 
Shall ſure _ char Moment to d em. 
is e Ameſftiris, Memmon's Daught 
Comes in their Com . er, 
Mirz. That fatal 7 
With moſt malignant Influence, has croſt 
1 and great Ambition. When my | 
eat Cleander, fell by Memnen's hand, 8 
You tiow the Story of our Houſes quarrel) £ | 
ſought the King for Juſtice on the Mabe, be] 
And to confirm my Intereſt in the Court, 
In confidence of mighty Wealth and Power, 
A long Deſcem from noble Anceſtors, 
And ſomewhat of the Beauty of the Maid, | 
I offer'd my Cleons to the Prince, | W - 
Fierce Artaxerxes : he, with rude diſdain, | 
Refus'd-the proffer ; and to grate me more, 
Publickly A his Paſſion for Ameftris : 
And in defpight ev'n of his Father's Juſtice, ES 
wy, > the Caufe of Mamnon. | 
Ev'n from that noted ra, I remember 
You 6 ted all your Seryice to the Queen, 
Our common Miſtreſs. 
Mirz.. 'Tis true, 1 did ſo: Nor was it in vain ; 
She did me right, „ and ſatisfy'd m wy * 
Memnon was baniſh'd, and the Prin ce difgrac's | 
Went into Exile with bim. Since that time, 
Since I have been admitted to her Council, 
And ſeen her, with unerring Judgment, * ; 
The Reins of Empire, 1 have been amaz?} 
To ſee ber more than manly Strength of Sout, 
Cautious in good Succeſs, in bad unſhaken , 941 
Still arm'd againſt the uncertain Turns of Chance, 4 
Unroucht by any Weakneſs of her Sex, 
Their Superſtition, Pity, or their Fear z fo, 
And is a Woman only in her Cunning, © 10 


What Story tells of great Semiramir, = SOR 


Or 


* "+ Ale edel Saad: Aab. 


r rolling Time, thay gathers as it g, 1 {2 4 l 

Has a4 morg, {ugh anni Bri . nur; ba 
Mag. Surg ;*qwas: a mak of an uncommon Genius, 

To bend a Sopl-like:that. of Wenn vert; lui 50 

And charm him to. e ol 7501 1. o 04} Haga 
Mirz. Certainly Fate. 

Or ſomewhat like 9 Force of Fate, Was * WR 

And ſtill whene'er Remembrance ſets that Scene 

Before my eyes, L view it with, Amazenent., ),,. |, / 
A- I then, was.young, a ſtranger to the gr (14 

And only tgok the Story as r way 

By different Fame; you have known i ir beit 
Mirz. Ipdeed. I did, ghen fayour'd by the Kg. y 

And by that means a ſharer in che r 1c al 

'Twas on a day of nf e bid al 

When beauteous Arumiſa ſtood to view, 

Behind the Coyert of a golden LAG: 

When King an COM ANIONS fy ga 
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1 When juſt as hy ber Stand FE - 
1 The Windows, hy deb A, e e Fell donn, EY 
4 And to his view .expoy. Aa > Beauties. 1 wh 

\ | She ſeem'd ſurpria d. 9 f i bas 
1 But ev'n that Moment was an Age in Love: 
1 So was the Monarch's Heart for Paſon maulded, 
| So apt to take at-firſt the ſoft Impreſſion... 

1B Soon as we were alone, 1 found aherEwll. ner act 
b Already paſt ja Romedys and vainly , .. ie 

* Urg'd the Reſentment. of ber hd Lord: n 410 501 
| His Love was deaf to all. n eee 
| Mag. Was Tiribaſus abſent ?. TER 1 


Mir. He Was then General of the Horſe, TY oy 
Under old Memnos in the Median War. | 
But if that diſtant View ſo much bad charm'd bim, 
Imagine how he burat, when, e ZR 
He view'd her Beauties nearer,” when each Aalen, 
And every graceful Sound conſpir'd: to charm him: 
Joy of her Conqueſt, and the Hopes of 1 3 
Gave Luſtre to her Charms, and, made. her (> . 
Of more than mortal Excellence. In ort, 4 


After ſome faint reſiſtance, like a Bride | : hay 
5 t 


— - 4 — 
—— ws 
rr — A 
- 


| That tcives 4 While, en 


$* 4 ' ; f 
* * 
* N. 


rar abe Blifs, | + 1417 
The furious As hoe 572 4 A] T 
And to ſecure Meir Joys, A ſnare h ae 
For her unthi Lord, in which he fal!!! 1 *y 1. 
Before the fame of this could xeach hi vi 1 2 4h 
Since that, ſhe ſtillſhas by ſucceſsful: Arcs. - 
W that Power Vhich feſt her — ett 

Mag. With pope — © an 2 


5 on has, her nd dg x an 2 

Of Artaban, ber 

Each buſy Tbbugbt, that nin bor Hr I gt 15 

Labours for him: The King, wh 

Declar'd he ſhould fueceed in the —— 7 3˙2 > 
Mir. Fhat was aht e ! Bo were the 


Elderſhip * 


Of Artaxurxet worth our leaſt of fears, 1 


If '-Mimnon's Inteteſt did not prop his aue. 5 
Since thep they:ſtand' ſecur d, by being end, 1 lf E 
From reach of open Force, it werte a Maſterpiece | A 
Worthy a oe e to ſow-Diviſionh 5 + + 
And Seeds of Je ly, 40, 2 Bond. 
Which knit and hold: em up; was eo Wvided, . n 
With baſe = wy. > bo negpene dere. | 
Mag. That's a di art 10 f 
Mir. Ceaſe to think fo. 
The Wiſe and Aſtive conquer DiSGcukies,.. ka $i A 
, daring 2d attempt em: Sloch and Folly -: * 
iver and ſhrink at ſight af Teil and Hazard, 
Ang make th' Impoſſibility they fear? 4 
Ev'n Memnon's Femper ſeems 40. give ih! . 1 
Of Wrong impatie m, besdlong to rerang es: 
Tho bold, yet Wants that Facu ty of thinking, - MA” 
That ſhoul -dire& his Anger. '- Valiani'Pools 59 
Were made by Nature: for the Wäſe to — ; . 
They are their Tools, and: tig the Sport of Sta wen, 
When Heroes knock theirikriotty Head; vg her, 
And fall by lone another; // mA 3991 9 woke 14: th KEY 


he bo veſaid, „ 6 1311] off © 
Rasa a G me Wiel * 4475 — 
F'er be was hand- you * 


— 


— 


186 The Ambitions Step-Mother. 
3 There Was a Friendſhip twirt us; and tho then 
$ I left his barren Soil, to root my ſelf oe 
More ſafely under 2 RING Sh 
Yer ſtill pretending Ties of antient Love, 
2 _ I'll viſit him py 5 
; e this Advantage may at | made, 
To ford his ſhallow Soul. 4 | 
* Oh 3 more; 
was il red, nothi 
Theſe —— daſufpoct Fools, ii kress * if 
Dull heayy Things ! Whom Nature has left honeſt 
In mere lity, to fave the . & e eee 
She's at in ſetting out a — eine 
Who, fince their own ſhort Underſtandings reach 
No further than the preſent, think ev'n the Wiſe, 
Like them, diſcloſe the Secrets of their Breaſts, 
Speak what they think, and tell Tales of themſelyes, 
2 Function too will yarniſh o'er our Arts, 
And ſanctify Diſſembling. T £190 
Mag. Yet till 1 doubt, | "3.6 v 
His Caution back, and fear a Snare, ' 
Air æ. Tell him, the better to aſſiſt the Fraud, 
That ev'n 1 wiſh his Friendſhip, and would gladly 
Forget that Cauſe of Hate, which loagrhas Ball ws 
At mortal diſtance; give up my Revenge, 
A grateful offering to the publick Peace. 
Mag. Could you afford him ſuch a Bribe as that, 
A Brother's Blood yet unaton'd —— | 
Mirx. No, Magas, 
It is not in the power of Fate to raze 
That Thought from out my Memory: 
Eternal Night, tis true, may caſt a Shade 
On all my Faculties, extinguiſh Knowledge, _ 
And great Revenge may with my Being ceaſe 
But whilſt | am, that ever will remain, | 
And in my lateſt Spirits till ſurviye. | 
Yer, I would have thee promiſe that, and more, 
The Friendſhip of the Queen, the Reftitution 
Of his Command, and Honours, that his Daughter 
WEA 


— 


' The Ambitious Step: Mother. 17 
Thou know'ſt the Faith of Courtiers, and their Oaths , 
Like thoſe of Lovers, the Gods laugh at m. 

Mag. Doubt not'my Zeal to ſerve your Royal Miſtreſs, 
And in her Intereſt yours, my Friend and Patron. 

Mire. My worthy Prieft! Still be my Friend, and ſhare 
The utmoſt of my Power; by Greatneſs rais'd, 


, [ Embracing. 

Thou, like the God thou ſery'ſ}, ſhalt ſhine aloft, 
And with thy Influence rule the under World. 5 
But ſee ! the Queen appears; ſhe ſeems to muſe, 

Her thoughtful Soul labours with ſome Event | 
Of high Import, which buſtles like an Embryo 

In dis dark Room, and longs to be diſelos'd. 

Retire, leſt we diſturb her. gn OT 


[They retire to the Side of the Stag 
Enter the Queen attended. 


Qs. Be fix'd, my Soul, fix'd on thy own firm Baſis ! 
Be conſtant to thy ſelf ; nor know the Weakneſs, 
The poor Irreſolution of my Sex: 

Diſdain thoſe Shews of Danger, that would bar 

My Way to Glory. Ye diviner Pow'rs ! 

By whom tis ſaid we are, from whoſe bright Beings 
Thoſe active Sparks were ſtruck which move our Clay; 
I feel, and I confeſs the Ethereal Energy, | 
That buſy reſtleſs Principle, whoſe Appetite | 

Is only pleas d with Greatneſs like your own : 4 
Why have you clogg'd it then with this dull Maſs, 
And ſhut it up in Woman ? Why debas'd it 

To an inferior Part of the Creation ? | nb 
Since your own heavenly Hands miſtook my Lot, 
'Tis you have ert'd, not I. Could Fate &er mean 

Me for a Wife, a Slave to Tiribaſus “ 

To ſuch a thing as he ! a Wretch ! a Husband! 
Therefore in j 


| 25 Tie afobitions Step» Mother. 
i ＋ Mirgs !. Wong ben Linen ues, | © 


"ang Mie 
80 buſy were Thalia: in Tho ought, ate 
2 The bak hts of Princes well n ſacrod Privacy, ; 


Unknown and 1 to the Vulgar: Wang, 

And like a Temple's janermoſt Recelles, 410 
None enters to behold the hallow'd Myſteries, 

Unbidden of the God that dwells within, 

'Qu#. Wiſe Mirza , Were = Soul a Temple, fir 
For Gods and Godlike Counſels to inhabit, . ! 571 off 
Thee only ,would I chuſe of all Mankind, 4 +361 
To © the Prieſt, fail favour'd with acceſs z 4, 
Whoſe pierci Wir unerri os te 
Might Move: Ale 2% 'n ts e e = 1 
When they deviſe unchangeable — 

And call em Fate. 


Mirz. Whate'er I am, each Faculty, 
The utmoſt Power of my exefted Soul, 
re Being only ſor your Service: 
And w I am not, yours, 1 am no more. 
EI ime ſhall not kngy del ar Acknow⸗ 
8 9 1561 right lh 
But every Day 93 Lies „N pt 
Be witne(s o of ns Gratitude, to draw i 
The Knot, which holds our common Intereſt, coſe: 
Within fix Days, my Son, my Artaban. 
2 dear to me as Life and Glory, fs 15 os 


5 > 


oor! agen ſhall eſpouſę the fair leone, |; evo (e bf 
l Pledge of nel Am.. 11 
Mirz. O Royal Lady! 9 bid. my Serves 3. 
And all — 1771 vile, but Words the 7 12 
Du. E : be, as'thou haſt been, ſtill 4s 
I 9 But I obſetve of late, 
Your Daughter grows à stranger to the Count; 4 
Know! you th Cauſe? W- © * i 38 aldi t cout OT 


Mirz. A me elancholy, Gi Gig) ; A £6 ft; del T 
Such in her Lee k ie wa Ao aid toudl I 
7 . F Au 
y an apt 0 eve 20 4 T 
| -apd fo Wale maln unn. 

L 


9 * 


. The Ambitions Step=Mother. "> 73 

The Sorrows of che Wretched A e L Tt; 
Her Cloſet and the Gods ſhare all her uwe, 9 — 
Except when (only by ſome-Maid! attended) 
She ſeeks ſome ſhady ſolitary Grove, / 1” 
Or by the gentle Murmurs of ſome Brock R 
Sirs ſadly liſtning ta a Tale of Sorrow. 
Till with her Tears ſhe ſwell the narrow stream. u 

W. It is not well, theſe Thoughts muſt be n 
That, r Canker, Grief, with waſteful o_ 
Preys on the roſy Bloom of Youth and Bea — 1 A 
But Love ſhall chaſe away theſe Clouds of 8 hs. \ 
My Son ſhall breathe ſo warm a Gale of Sight, * 
As ſhall diſſolve thoſe lcicles that wr, A 
Like Death about her Heart! v7 0T 
Attend us, holy Mayas, to the King, Ay) 


AP 2 — 2 
ah, | = 4 


Nor ceaſe to importune the mighty Gods 77 
To grant him Health, tho much 1 fear in vain. 
7 Magas, and nn 
19441022 hog HN Feen vi Bom; 
$3662 91 7:31 ug rr Page 11 1 
2 SP K 
Mirz, This med Jin Priefblangsto 3. founda Fool 
Thinks he that M „Soldier az he is, | 


Thoughtleſs, and dull, will liſte n eo — 24 

Howe er, I give his wiſe Propoſal Wu,, 4 
Nay, urg'd him to go on; the ſhallow. Fraud * FH : 
2 ruin hiui for ever with 3 5 5 | 
And make him firm]! mine, ve, 

And ee 1 +14 net 0 

While Chace remains Feil by ſbill unſteddy, S171 

And Reg ory can fix oa _—_ 


4 


Enter Artaxerees, Nen. and . 


Art ar. Methinks, my noble Father and my Friend, 
We enter here like Strangers, and unlook d fr: 
Each buſy Face we meet, with Wonder en * 
And ſeems amarid te ſet uf tftft . 1 now 59 
Amn. WW tit ignable Herd 1g yl ie AL 
Start, if widhcheedle(? Steps they una wares 


«2 


20 


Tread on the Lion's Walk; a Prince's Genius 


A Burden to himſelf, 


The Ambitious Step-Mother. 


Awes with ſupiner Greatneſs all beneath him. ; 
With Wonder they behold the great Arſaces = 
Reviv'd again in Godlike Artaxerxes. 

In you they ſee him, ſuch as oft they did 

Returning from his Wars, and crown'd with Conqueſt, 
When all our Virgins met him on the w 


Aud with their Songs and Dances bleſt his Triumph 5 


Now beſely aw'd by factious Prieſts and Women, 

They ftart at Majeſty, and ſeem ſurpriz'd, 

As if 2 God had met em. In Honour's Name, 

Why have we let this be? Why have we languiſh'd * 

And ſuffer'd ſuch a Government as this 

To waſte our Strength, and wear our Empire low? 
Artax. Curſt be the Means by which theſe ee 

Fatal alike to me as to my Couni ; 

Which my great Soul, unable to revenge, ths 9D 5 


Has yet with Indignation only ſeen, 


Cut off by Arts of Coward Prieſts and Stateſmen, 
Whom I diſdain'd with ſervile Smiles to court, 
From the great Right which God and Nauure 2 
My Birthright to a Throne. 

Mem. Nor Prieſts, nor Stat 
Could have compleated ſuch an IIl as that, 
If Women had not mingled in the Miſchief; 
If Artemiſe had not, by her Charms, 


And all her Sex's Cunning, 'wro ht the King, 
Old, 2 Aris, decay? in Greatneſs, 


Dead to the Memory of what once be was, 
Juſt crawling on the Verge of wretched Life, 


his Friends Pity, 
Among his other Failings dia cod 
All chat a Father and & owe 
1 ou eres ct you of 
wr dl ——— m your Hopes of Empire, 
And graft her Offipring on to Reyaky. 9 3.6 
pos mor I bear it, | 
Oh may 1 liye to be my Brother's Slave, 
The Scorn of thoſe brave Friends that own my Osuſe, 


May you, my Father, ſpurn me for a Com, May 


The Ambitions Step-Mother. 
May all my noble Hopes of Love and Glory x, 
Leave lors vile Deſpair, By Heaven, niy Heart * 
os in wy x om, when 1 DE Hes | 7 
TR this day ſhall meet the Bo : 
e youn 7 Ambition with af] — 

Dares ev'n 8 Cane oy” 24g 

Mem. Fame; that ſpeaks . Þ 5:46.) | 
Minutely every Circumſtance of Princes, 5 
Deſcribes him bold, and — * fond & 65 Rows | 
Which ey'n in ſpite of Nature affeQs; 684 1 of 
Impatient of Command, and hardly de ANG, 
To be controul'd by his imperious Mother. 
Tis ſaid too (as no means were left untry c. 
Which might prepare and fit him to contend 
With a ſuperior Right of Birth and Merit) Mer 1 
That Books, and — pets Arts, (which 4 
Who know admire) have been his Care; 3 alady 
He mingles in their Councils, and _—— 
His Youth with Secrets of im illany. * | 
The Crowd, taught by his Crearures to nn him, 
Style him a God in Wiſdom. 

Artax. Be that his Glory: 
Let him with Pedants bunt for Praiſe in Books, - 0 
Pore out his Life amongſt the lazy Gown- men. 
Grow old and- yainly proud in fancy'd ene 


2 X : 


Unequal-to the Tack of vaſt Ambitions + + 2 
Ambition ! the Deſire of active Souls, | 85 
That puſhes em beyond the Bounds of mee, 5 5 
And — the Hero to the Gods, ur miert 


| But ſee! my Love, ea ne rg 


And ey'n Ambidon ickens * 


Enter Ameſtris attended. ak od = 
- F Ft r 
Revenge, tind fierce Deſires of Glory, abs: Y Mak 

Po urge my Paſſions, maſtet d by her Eyes: 

And: only ds Fires now warm my Breaſt. 
Ameſ. I com Father to ed Order. 

1. e; bor 's 1 — "Me 
Me TY; and 1 mould ave thee all be now me. 
4 


The een Srep-Mether. 


_—_ Malice of the Faction which I hate, 
Would: vent it ſelf, ev'n on thy Innocence, G3 17 
Wert thou not ſafe.gadera Father's Care. 

Artax, Oh ſay] a. Lover's too; not can you have -- 1* 
An Intereſt i in her Safety more than mins. 
Love gives a Right ſuperior ev'n to Nature; n. d 
Or Love is Nature, in the nobleſt meani ” 
The Cauſe mw 9 of the Worl 
Theſe rms, At thee, 10 ee, 
For _ ſhall defend As ad owes 0 2 0 my 

Mem. Thetefore, my Sůunm. 
Unto your Care I leave our peer Charge; 
Tigranes with our Friends ep my Orders: 
Thoſe when T have diſpatch'd; upon the Inſtant 
I will return, and meet at your Apartment. ¶ Ex. Alva 

Artax. Come to my Armis, wo let me hide thee there 
From all thoſe Fears that vex thy beatin N 1 
Be ſafe and free from all thoſe Racy Ban 2 3H 
That haunt thy ——— r 91 1979 H ah 

Ame. Gan ou 1 C0 5 2 
If from Retirement E 1 plea aig Solinde, 99 
J fear to tempt this ſtormy Sea t 15 
Whoſe ev'ry Beach is ſtrew'd with —— of Weetches 
That daily periſn in it }: Curſt r . N 
Why Joſt. come to trouble m hie MN 
Who have ev'n from my Infancy . — b 

Artax. Ceaſe to complain, my Love, and let no Thought 
But what, bringe Peace and Joy approach thy Breaſt, : 

Let me im art my manly Fires to thee, - 4aeo/ppr ok 
To warm thy Fancy to: a Taſte:of Glory; | , 
Imperial Power an Purple: Greagneſs wait a % trA 
And ſue for thy Acceptance: by the Sun, 
And by Arſaces' Head, I will not mount 
The Throne of Cyrus, but to ſhare it with thee. 

Ameſ. V ain'$hews of Happineſs ! Deceitfal Pageantry? 
Ah! Prince, hadſt thou but known the Joys which dwell 
With humbler Fortunes, thou wouldſt curſe thy W 
Had Fate Alotted us ſome obſcure Village, 

Where on 5 with Life's Neceſſities, 


Wemight ; paſs'&in Peace our happy Pa, 


* 
* 
1 
» 
- 
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The Mabie "A "On ay i 


Free from the Cares which Crowns and Emp pires brings 

There no Step-Mother, ng Ait(bitious Brother, 1 

No wirked au, would with lenpwus Arty 4. 

Have ſtrove td Wreſt froth us yr ton final Inheritance, © 

Gr'ftir the ſim 4 Hinds to noiſy Faction: 

Our Nights had all been bleſt il balmy Slumbers, 

And all our biquite Eharaer been crown'd with Love... 
Art. Ex rwer! now by Oreſmades- 

I (wear, th y each ſoft Accent melts my Soul: 

The Joy of Conqueſt, and immortal Triumph, 

Honour and Greatneſs, all that fires the Hero 

To high Exploits, and ee Inne an 

Grows vile in ſight of thee. . 


ture fierce, and panting a "2 
cat be b ang af with Icke 442 


Forgotten and unknown of all but my Ameſtris. 
Ameſ. No, Son of yreatdrſacei; y Soul 
Shares in my Sex's Weakneſs and would fly 
From Noiſe, and Faction, and: froin fatal Grea 
Yet for thy ſake, thou Idol of my Heart, | 2 
(Nor will I bluſn to on the ſaered FU ff ere, 
Thy Sighs and Vos hive'kindied in * Rally 25t- 
For thy lov'd lake, ſpite of my bed Fears,” * 240 u. 8 
I'll meet the Danger which Ambition b n 030A 
And tread one Path with thees: Nor ſhilk thou Wie 
The glorious Portion which thy ry Laren they, 
For thy Ameſtris* Fear. 


\? 
iv 


Art. Give me thoſe Terz: 51 : ev] 
row all things will be well. | e el en 
g Hratit it] ye Powers: + - Bloor ro "V7 

This Day before your: Altars will d tei: Stat ET 


Where all my Vows ſhall for my Priace be offer | 
Still let» Succeſs attend him, let Mankind | 
Adore:in him your viſible Divinity; 171 200 
Nor will I importune you for my ſelf, © 

But ſum up all: L ask in Artaxerzes. '* ; 
* And doubt not but er- will kindly hear! 

eir Virgia Votary, and grant her Pray'r , tt 

Our a> Sun; "the Pork pr; Light and e 


uin 8 the World e, 


24. The Ambitious Srep-Mother. 
Shall ſmile on thee from his Meridian Skies, 
And own the kindred Beauties of thy Eyes; 
Thy Eyes, which, . could his own fair decay, 4 
n W OI FAT e 75 
SET ene 


r EW 
en 
SCENE 5 4s Aparment o ihe Pl 


em. THOSE wh a wn Crs, 1 


Sir, 
Make Friendſhips with the Miniſters of State, ; 
Nor ſeek the Rains of a wretched Exile, w 
Leſt there ſhould be Contagion in Miformmes, 
And make the Alliance fatal. oſt 
— roy 120: tis lte aden 
e worth bei — 4 Danger: Since 
Of moſt 2 ote, — obb i: | Pe 
From the fam'd Vertue of our Anceſtors, a Ni 18 
And leaves but ſew Examples of their 3 ul 207 
"Whom ſhould we ſeek for: Friendſhips but thoſe 
Thoſe happy few, within whoſe Breaſts ous 4 whe i. 
The Fodiſteps of loſt Vertue yet remain: iy 
Mem. 1 — Poace ! for nothing — 32 
The Man that would be thought à Friend, like Flattery: 
Flattery! the meaneſt kind of | baſe dilecybliagy 01 
And * us'd to catch the groſſeſt Fools 
Beſides, it ſtains the Hondur of ch Fundtion, 15 = 
Which, like the Gods thou ſerv; Feeder 
Mg. Dy that Sincerity, by all the Service | 55 
1 friend can expteſe, I mou oprone i 5, 72 


neee „ eee 


The Ambitious Step-Marker, 35 
And tho I went-not from Perſepolis ** 
Companion of your Exile, yet my Ban et 
Vas wich _ ill; and what I could I did, 
ZBeſeeching ev'ry God for your Neturn: 
Nor were thoſe Vows in vain, ſince once « i 
= iven me to behold my Friend; nay more, 
ould you agree, to keep you here for ever.. 
\ Hm The Gods, *tis true, are juſt, and have, 5 
decreed an end of my Misfortunes ; $480 
At 1 they give me this, to die with n 
When Life grows vile or burdenſom. | 
Mag. By me they offer all that you ean at, 
I And point an eaſy way to Happineſs. Nen 
R Spare then the Wounds our wretched Country fears "a 
| 2 The thouſand Ills which Civil Diſcord 4 7 


Oh ſtill that Noiſe of War, whoſe dread 
I I Frighten Repoſe from Country Vill 
a n 
| In all our peaceful Cities. ae 
holy Mem. Witneſs for me, * an 
Ie awful Gods, nies! 1252 
* I took not Arms, till urg d by Seil defence, Rare 
: u The eldeſt Law of Nature. | 
I Impute not then thoſe Ills which may enſue. 
I xo me, but thoſe who with inceſſant Hate | 
I Þ Purſue my Life, "whoſe Malice ſpreads the Flame 
R. 2 „that m devoted Fabrick 5 


May in univerſal Ruin bum. | 8 
rere julgs wear g 


1 May. And yet ev'n there perhaps 
© =» I Impetuous Paſſion hurries you fo faſt, ; 
„ roa cannot mark the Advantage of your Fortune, 
| Mom. Has hot the Law been urg'd to ſee a Brand | 

Jof foul Diſhonour on my hoary Head ?: 


\ © Ha! Am T not proferib'd ? r axed 

1 0 = Forget'that Thought, - 82 be bo & 
iVUFL That 1 | 8 l; | Ha 1 

4 Y Of bleſſed Peace to curſt infernal Diſcoddd. 


Hate and its fatal Cauſes all hall ceaſe; * - 


4 
* 5 And Memmon's'Nlame'be- hoavur'd us of old, "It wy 
5 3 The 
* 


26 Abe alas Srey: Mother 


The braveſt and the moſt ſucceſsful. Warrior, 


Inteſtine Jars produce, I urg'd wiſe — A if 


_ 
11 6 9 
. 


The fortunate-Defender of his Count. 
Mem. 'Tis true, (nor will it ſeem a Boaſt to owe) 

I have —_ ht well for Perſia, and repay d 

The Benefit of Birth with honeſt Service 

Full fifty Years harneſs'd in rugged Steel, 


I have endur'd the biting Winter's Blaſt, 
And the ſeverer Heats of parching Summer: 


While they who loll'd at home on lazy Couches 
Amidſt a Crew of Harlots and ſoft Eunuchs 
Were at my Coſt ſecure in Luxury: | 1 V. 
This is a Juſtice Mirza's ſelf muſt do m. 
1 Mag. Even he, — fatal Accidents have ſet £ bel 
unhappy Bar between your Friendſhip, Bots 
Lamenting = there had hom Cauſe: of Laier, | 
And owning all the Merit of your Vertues, - 
Will often wiſh Fate had ordain'd-you Friends. 
Mem. Out God, the Sun, ſhall ſooner —_— r 
Courſe, 199 5 
And all the Impoſſibilities which: Poets 
Count to nn of looſe Dette [ 
Shall ſooner be Lats, Ii, te "11 002 :1 
Mag. Yet hear me, noble Menmon4 . 
When by the Duty of my Prieſthood mort, 7 
And in juſt Deteſtation of the Miſchief 1 N 


By his Concurrence;; Help, and healing "as » 07 
To ſtop thoſe Wounds at which his . ä 4 
Grieved at the Thought, he yow'd: his whole Endeavou 
Should be to cloſe thoſe Bresche 
That ey'n Cleander's Death, and all tboſe Quarrels 
That long have nouriſh'd Hatred in you Houſes, | 
Should be in Joy of publick Peace forgotten. Inch 0 
Mem. Oh could thou charm the Malice of a Stateſing 
And make him quit his Purpoſe of Revenge, 
| ing might reform the guiley 3 Todd. 1 1 
ice would he no more. T bel 110 
. Nay, ey: . att 6 H 
the Conficmatio ON her, FIC wanton 2 


Te beson- 8 op-Mother. | Ss 


And asks the fair Ameſtris for Prince Artaban. 
Mem, Were that che only Terms, it were impoſſible. 
Mag. Tou would not ſnun the Alliance of a Kaen 
Mem. No; for it is the Glory of my Back, =, 
That Artaxerxes is deſign'd: my Son, 
With every Grace and Royal Vertue own · d: 
Great, alt and merciful, Tac as Mankind 
(When, in the infant World; firſt Governments 
+» I Began by chance) would have deſign'd a Ki 
* Mag. Unbounded Powers and Height of 8 
1 ive 
. To Kings that Luſtre, which, we think divine "+ 
bent Thy Wiſe, who know em, know they are but Men, 
: 4.27 WI Nay, ſometimes weak ones too: the Crowd indeed, 
„ ho kneel before the Image, not the Gd, 
N Worſhip the Deity their Hands have made. 
-:\: 1 Ml The _ of Artaban will be as great 
> his As that of cyrus, when he ſhall pang 
(as ſurs he bell), his Throne. 
A Mem. Ha! What means he ) 219 


vn) 


his Villaig Prieſt! But hold my Rage a little, 
And. Mats Diſlimulation l er try him further: ¶ Aſide. 
„ro talk in Riddles, hen you name a Throne. 
I And Artaban; the Gods, who portion out 
re Lots of Princes as of private Men, 

I Have put a Bar between his Hops and Empire | 
„ 07 Mag. What Bar:; ut 48 San 
eds; 1 Mem. The beſt; an elder Brother's Claim. "A 
deavourl Aag, That's. eaſily remov' d; the King their Danken 1 
„on juſt and weighty.Reaſons has 511 
His Scepter to t 10 younger; add to this, A \ 
% The joint Concurrence of, our Perſian Lord, 
Who only want your Voice to make it firm. | 
teſma Mem. Can I, can they, can any honeſt Hand, 
* Join in an Act like this? Is not the Elder 


„ y Nature pointed out for Preference /: 
„ ls not; bis Right inroll'd amongſt thoſe LW 
++} Which keep the World's vaſt Frame in beauteous Order : 


oy x thoſe thou nam'ſt but now, what 2 them Lords? 
And What Titles had they had, $f Meri hee C008 
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Could have confer'd-a Right; if Nature had not 


Strove hand ue thrult the worſt-deſerving firſt, - 
And ftamp'd the noble Mark of FN F=c T 

| Upon their baſer Metal? 7 
Mag. Sure there may be . T 
Reaſons of ſo much Power and t Force, Ge 
As may even ſet afide this Right of Birth; R 


If Sons have Rights, yet Fathers have em too. 
*Twere an invidious Task to enter into 
The Inſolence, and other Faults, which mord 
Royal Arſaces to a juſt Diſpleaſure e £ 
Againſt his eldeſt Son, Prince Artaxerxes. 

Mem. Ha *dare nor for thy Life, Thang the dare 


not 
To brand the ſpotleſs Vertue of my Prince. 
With Fal ſnoods of moſt baſe and damn'd Contriyance, 
— tell thee, envious Prieſt, ſhould the juſt Gods 
re ſevere Account of thy paſt Life, 

roo pr charge Remembrance to diſpoſe thy Crimes, 7 5 
In Rank ** hideous Order to thy View, | 
Horror. and Guilt'of Soul would make thee mad. 

Mag. Lou take the Matter futther than I meant it; 
My Friendſhip only aims at your Advantage, | 
Would point you out a Way to Peace an Honour, 
And in return of this, your Rage unkindly | ä 
Loads me with Injuries. | 

' Mem. Away! I cannot bear thy baſe Diſlmblig, 
My honeſt Soul diſdains thee and thy Friendſhip. ' 

Ho haſt thou dar'd to think fo vilely of me, 


That 1 would condeſcend to thy mean Arts, 14 8 


And traffick with thee for a Prince's Run? 

A Prince ! the Joy and Honour of Mankind, | 

As much Sure: > to the reſt of King, 

As they themſelves are above common Men * 

And is the very Image of the Gods. 1 

Wer't thou not privileg'd, like Age and — | 

My Sword ſhould reach thee, a revenge the des 

Thy'To e ha« done his Fame. Ren FO b 
Mug. 'Ungrareful Lord Y ? 7 

Would'ft thou invade my Life, — Fw 


V 
V 
A 
V 
< 


hd Hof 


nce. 
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For proffer'd Love? But let th! Event declare 

How great 4 Good by me ſincerely offer d. 

Thy 85 Romantick Honour has refus c. 

And ſince I have diſcha d the Debt I o- Md 

To former Friendſhip, if the Gods bereafter 

Send Ruin down, and plague thee wtth Confuſion, 

Remember me in vain, and curſe thy Folly. [ Exit 
Mem, No, my remembrance treaſures boneſ# 

Thoughts, 

And holds not things like thee; I ſcorn thy Friendſhip, 

And would not owe my Life to ſuch a Villain : WY 

But thou art hardly Saint enough to propheſy. 

Were all thy Tribe like thee, it mighe well ſtartle 

Our Lay unlearned Faith, when thro' ſuch Hands 

The Knowledge of the Gods is reach'd to Man. 

But thus thoſe Gods inſtru us, that not all 

(Who like Intruders thruſt into their Service, 

And turn the Holy Office to a Trade) 

Participate their ſacred Influence. | y 

This then is your own Cauſe; ye awful Powers, 

Reve Jer ſelves, your violated Altars, | 

That thoſe who with unhallow'd Hands approach, y 

May tremble at your Juſtice, [Exit Memnon. 


SCENE I. The Palace. 
E he „ Artaban, Mir and Attens 
nter the Queen ap, ag Lees N 


Artab. My Brother then is come ? 

Mirz. My Lord, I ſaw him, 
With him old haughty Memnon; as they paſs'd, 
With fierce Diſdain view'd the gazing Crowd, 
And with dumb pride ſeem'd to neglect that Worſhip 
Which yet they wiſh'd to find : this way they Ny 
'Tis faid to ask an Audience of the Kin 

Nu. Mirza, "tis well, I thank thy timely Care; 
Here will we face this Storm of Inſolence, 
Nor fear the noiſy Thunder, let it roll, 
1 burſt, and ſpend at once its idle Rage... 


B 3 Artab, 


Jo The Ambitions Step: Mother. 
Artab, Why meet we thus like wtargling Advocat 
To urge the Taſtice of our Cauſe ey b? 5 | =, 

I hate this Parley, tis tame: if we muſt meet, 
Give me my Arms, and let us ſtake at orice | - 
Our Rights of Merit and of — e wt by 
And prove like Men our Title. | un 
E 'Twere unſafe, 
— come ſurrounded by a crowd of Friend: 
rike thro' theſe were dangerous and raſh; 
Lap waits for them elſewhere with certain Ruin; 9 
From Mirza's Hand en e eee 
Qs. Be it ſo: 14 f 
3 Sage, I truſt thep vitte oy rende gf 
My Hopes of Greatheſs, do thou guide em all, 
For me and for thy ſelf, My Son give way, 
Nor let thy haſty Youth diſturb with Outrage 
The preſent neceſſary Face of Peace | BB, 
Occaſions great and glorious will remain 
Worthy thy Arms and Cong: 560 1 
Artab. I obey; * WO! 
And willingly reſign the unmanly Tac. 
Words are indeed your Provincſgſe. 
Mirx. My Royal Miſtreſs, 1 NT 
Prepare to meet with more than brutal rury 
From the fierce Prince and Memnon. 
Well I know 
The Inſolence and native Pride of each, 
With ſcurrile Taunts and blackeſt Infamy 
They load my Name : But let the Wretches rail, 
A Woman's Vengeance waits em. 
Mirx. They are here. 


0 


Enter 1 Memnon, and Attendants, 


#rtax. Ye tutelar Gods, who guard this Royal Pabrick; 
And thou, O Oroſmades, the Protector 
Of the great Perſian Race, ere yet my Father, 
Royal Arſaces, mingle with your Godbeads, 
Grant me once more to lay before his Feet 


His Eldeft-born, his once loy'd Artaxerxes, | 4 r 
0 


The Ambitiou⸗ ber. line 310 
o offer my Obedience to his Age; 
All chat, a Son can owe to ſuch a Father. tag wt #1 ar 
You, who with haggard Eyes ſtare wildly on mes TTY, 
If (as by your Attendance here you ſeem) 0 a 
ou ſerve the King my Father, lead me to — 12 
Qs. And doſt thou wonder, that Mankind ſhould ſtart. 
When Parricides and Rebles, in deſpite / | 11 | 
Of Nature, Majeſty, and Reverend Age, ; hint 
With impious Force and ruffian Violence, : +; +1683 wit 
Would rob a,King-and Father of his Lifqm 
Cut off his ſhort Remains 901 193 30 
. Artax. Ha! ſay'ſt thou, Woman? 
I prithee Peace, and urge not a Reply, 6 
Ii would not hold Acquaintance with th Infamy. 
. ee Powers, whoſe Juſtice awes he. 
Wor 
Let not your Thunders ſleep when Crimes like theſs. 
Stalk in the open Air. 
Artax. Thy Prieſt inſtructs thee, 
.  WEIſe ſure thou hadſt not dar'd to tempt the Gods, 
And rrifle with their Juſtice : Canſt thou name it, 
And look on me! on me, whom thy curſt Arts 
/ [Have ſtrove to bar from native Right to Empire, 
Made me a Stranger to a Father's Love, 
And broke the Bands of Nature, which once held me 
The neareſt to his Heart. 
N Qs. Had he not reaſon, 8 
When thou with Rebel Inſolence didſt dare 
To dyn and to protect that hoary Ruffian ;; 
[ Pointing to Ah 
And in deſpite &en of thy Father's Juſtice, , 
o ſtir the factious Rabble up to Arms | 
or him; and make a Murderer's Cauſe t "7 own ? OR 
Mem. I had another Name (nor ſhouldſt thou move 
rick; IInſulting Queen, to words, did not Remembrance 
ich Horror ſting Soul for Tirib a ſus, | 
hy myrder'd. ae when by my fatal Orders, 
\nd by his own high Courage urg'd, he fell 110 | 
o make thy way to guilty Greatneſs eaſy., | 
r be oats 3 acai „ ; 
To ; Had 


„ 
tes, 
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32 The Ambitious Step-Mother. 
Had taught the Royal Mandate ſo to call him) 
Too big for publick Juſtice, and on that Pretence 
Conſented to the Snare that catch'd his Life; * 
So my Obedient Honeſty was made 
The Pander to thy Luſt and black Ambition. 
| my the:Guik/ of that accurſed Day, A 
In all my Iron Years of Wars and Danger, 
From blooming Youth down to decaying' Age, 
My Fame ne'er knew a Stain of foul Diſhonour; 
And if that make me guilty,” think what thou art, 
The Cauſe and the Contriver of that Miſchief. 
e. What, nam'ſt thou Tiribaſus ! be his Guilt 
Forgotten with his Memory. Think on Cleander, 
And let the Furies that enquire for Blood, | 
Stir Horror up, and bittereſt Remorſe, 
To gnaw thy anxious Soul. Oh gen Cleander ! 
Unworthy was thy Fate, thou firft of Warriors, 
To fall beneath a baſe Aſſaſſin's Stab, | 
Whom all the thirſty Inſtruments of Death 
Had in ine —— of Battle e 8 d 
- Mem, In ſight of Heaven, and of t e equal Gods, 
I will ayow — my Revenge was juſt : 
My injur'd Honour could not ask for leſs ; 
Since he refus'd to do a Soldier's Juſtice, 


OW i — 


. 


1 us d him as I ought. 

.. Amazing Boldneſs! | 
And dar'ſt thou call that Act a Soldiers Futice ? ' 
Didſt thou not meet him with difſembled Friendſhip; 
Hiding the Randour of thy Heatt in Smiles z 
When he (whoſe open unſuſpecting Nature 
Thought thee 2 Soldier hon as himſelf) 

Came to the Banquet as ſecure of Peace, 
By mutual Vows renew'd; and in the Reyel 

that luxurious Day, forgetting Hate, OY 
And every Cauſe of antient Animoſity, _ 
Devoted all his Thoughts to Mirth and Friendſhip ; 
Then Memnon (at an Hour when few are Villains, 
The ſprightly Juice infuſing gentler Thoughts, 
And kindling Love ev'n in the coldeſt Breaſts 
Unequal to Rim in the Face of War, 


Rd lo e ee a 0 _<&t 


S244 I 0.09 0 4,.0%" 


Stole 


Stole on Cleander with a Coward's Malice. 
And ſtruck him to the Heart. : bak 
Mem. By the ſtern Od. 
By Mars, the Patron of my honour'd Wars, . 
'Tis baſely falſe, In his own drunken Brawl 
The Boaſter fell, 1 bore his laviſh To 
Nor thought him worth my Sword, till (his cold Temper 
Warm'd with the Wine) he.dar'd me to the Combat; 
Then pleas'd to meet him in that Fit of Valour, 
I took him — his Word, and _ my Sword 
Drawn againſt his in Oppoſition 
Pale bin while ir lad 2 ON 
Artax. Ceaſe we, my Friend, | , 
This Women's War of railing ; when they talk, 
Men ſhould be ſtill, and let Noiſe tire it ſelf; . 
I came to find a Father, tho my Fears . 
Suggeſt the worſt of Evils to my Thoughts, . 
And make me dread to here A4rſaces' Fate: 
Lead, Memnon, to the Preſence. | 
. Qs, Prince, you paſs not; 
x Guards kee e the King your Father lives 
* Artax. Ha! — if be lives, why lives he not to me? 
5 Why am I thus ſhut out and baniſh'd from him? 
Why are my Veins rich with his Royal Blood? 
Why did he give me Life, if not to ſerve him? 
Forbid me not to wait upon his Bed, 1 
And watch his ſickly Slumbers, that my Youth | 
lo: May with its Service glad his droopi Age, ay 
f: And his cold Hand may bleſs me ere be die. _ 
Nay, be a Queen, and rob me of his Crown, 
But let me keep my Right to filial Piety. 
Su. Well haſt thou urg'd the ſpecious Name of Duty 
To hide deform'd Rebelhon : Haſt thou not | 
With thy falſe Arts poiſon'd his People's Loyalty ? " 
VW bat meant thy pompous Progreſs thro? the Empire? 
; 411 Thy vaſt Pre n to the factious Nobles, RT 
f Whoſe Intereſt ſways the Crowd, and ſtirs up Mutiny ? 
28” Why did thy haugbty, fierce, diſdainful Soul 
;  » I Stoop to the meaneſt Arts which catch the Vulgar? 
Hen wick un, An eren len, anden mt. 
1 55 Appeal 
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Appeal to them, to them relate 5 Wrong, 
is 


922 
_ 


And make them Judges of thy Father's] 
Thy cruel and unnatural Luſt of Power P 
Has ſunk thy Father more than all his Tears, 1 
And made = wither in a green old Age. if 
Artax, Falſe all as Hel}: Nor had 1 armed 1 Friends 
But to defend that Right=—— . 
Doſt thou not come, | | (\ 
- Imparient of Delay-to haſten Fate den e ess 1 
To bring that Death, the lingerin Diſeaſe: . Sour 1 
Would only for a Day or two defer i mo 
Artax. | hear thee, and diſdain 7 liele Malice, T 
That dares to ſtain my Vertue with, a Crime A 
Ie views with moſt Abhorrence; but Reproach 4T I 
Is Joſt on thee, fince Modeſty. with all N 224 Were 
The Vertues that adorn thy Sex is . 5 T 
u. Audacious Rebel! „„ i en MA 
Artax. Infamous Adultreſs!? cir heR MT 
Stain of my Father's Bed, and of his Throne! 4 co.) {AL 


Artab Villain! thou ly'ſt! Oh Madam give me way. Ar 
"To the Queen, who holds him, Ts 
Whatever bars my Fury calls me baſe, - 


Unworthy of the Honour of your Son. 50 
. Hold Artaban ! My Honour ſuffers not Ar 
From his leud Breath, nor ſhall thy Sword profane B 
With Brawls or Blood the Reverence of this ow = bc 
To Peace and facred' Majeſty devoted. Ar 
Artax, Ha Who art thou ? . 
Artab. The Son of great Arſaces. | Sit 
Artax. No! dis falſe thy forging Mother's a Be 
Contrivance. 
Keek for thy Father in that lotting Fellow, Ne 


The Hero's Race diſclaims thee. Why doſt thou frown; Hi 
And knit thy boyiſh Brow ? Doſt thou dare ought | 


Worthy the Rank of he Divine Arſaces? | az 
If fo, come forth break from that Woman's Arm, Ar 
And meet me with thy good Sword like a Man. „ WR 


Artab, Yes! Artaxerxes, yes? thou ſhalt be met: * 
The mighty Gods have held us in the Balance. 
And one of wi doom d to ſink for ever. ql 


* 
ay. 
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The Ambitions Step. Mother. 35 
or can I bear a long Delay of Fate, | 
But wiſh the great Deciſion were ey'n now; 
Proud and Ambitious Prince, I dare like thee, ; _ 
All that-is great and glorious, . Like thine, ©. 
Immortal Thirſt of Empire fires my Soul; 
My Soul, which of ſuperior Power impatient, . 
Diſdains thy Elderſhip; therefore in Arms 
(Which give the nobleſt Rights to Kings) 1 ill 
To Death diſpute with thee the Throne of r. 
Artax. Do this, and thou art worthy of my Anger. 
o Energy Divine of great Ambition 
That can inform the Souls of beardleſs —_—— 
And ripen em to Men in ſpite of Nature. 94 
I tell thee, Boy, that Empire is a Cauſe, 
For which the Gods might wage immortal War. 
Then let my Soul exert her utmoſt Vertue,. | 
And think at leaſt thou art Arſaces' Son, * 
That the Idea of thy fanſy'd Father. 
y raiſe and animate my leſſer Genius, | 
And make thee fit to meet my Arm in Battle. | 
Artab. Oh doubt not but my Soul is charm'd with: |, 
Greatneſs, . eee 
So much it rivals ev'n the Joy of Knowledge 
And ſacred Wiſdom, What makes Gods divine, 
But Power and Science infinite? 
Hear only this; our Father preſs'd by Age, 
And a long: Traia of Evils which that brings, | 
Languiſhes in the laſt Extremes of Life: 2 
Since thou wouldſt blot my Birth with baſe Diſhonour .\\_ 
Be this my Proof of filial Piety, 1 
While yet ho lives, ceaſe we our Enmity ; 
Nor let the hideous Noiſe of War diſturb. 
His parting Soul,. 
Avtax, L take thee at thy Word: : 
Let his Remains of Life be Peace betwirt us, 
And after that let all our time be War. 
Remember when we meet, ſince one muſt fall, 2 
Who conquers and ſurvives, ſurvives to Empire. 
| | (eum ſuis. 
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Auen Mirza and Mags. 
Mirz, Moſt fortunate Event! whit . us more 
Than even our Wiſhes could have ask d. This Truce 
Gives lucky Opportunity for thinking; 

*'T will lull theſe thonghtleſs Heroes to Security, 

Mag. Th. approaching Feſtival will more confirm it: 
Of all thoſe ſacred Times which heretofore 455 
Religion has diſtinguĩſn'd from the reſt, 

And to the Service of the Gods devoted, 
= has been ſtill moſt yenerable held; 

ong the Vu!gar. Toil and Labour ceaſes © _ 
With Chaplets crown'd, they dance to the ſhrill Pipe, 
And in their Songs invoke thoſe milder Deities, | 
That ſoften anxious Life with Peace and Pleaſure ; 
Slaves are enfranchis'd, and inveterate Foes | 
Forget, or at the leaſt ſuſpend their Hate, 
And meet like Friends, Pernicious Diſcord ſeems. 
Out-rooted from our more than Iron Age: | 
The Gods are worſhip'd with unuſual Reverence, . 
Since none, not ev'n our Kings, approach their Temples 
With any Mark of War's deſtructiye Rage, ; 
But Sacrifice unarm'd. 

Airz. A lucky Thought | 
Is in my Mind at once compleatly form'd, 

Like Grecian Pallas in the Head of Jove. wh 
When Memnon, Artaxerxes, and their Friends, ö 
Shall, in obedience to the Holy Rites, FF 
To-morrow at the Altars bow unarm'd, 

Orchanes with a Party of the Guards, 

Who in my Palace ſhall this Night be plac'd, 

May at that private Door which opens into 

The Temple, ruſh at once, and ſeize 'em all. 

The Heads once ſafe, the mean and heartleſs Crowd 
With eaſe may be diſpers'd. F 

Mag. What you propoſe e 
Wears a ſucceſsful Face, were it as innocent : 
An AR of ſuch outrageous Profanation, | $9 
_ ſhock the Thoughts ew'n of our cloſeſt Friends, 


And make em ſtart from an abhor'd Alliance, 


®., 
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* That draws the Vengeance of the Godi upon em. 5 
| Mirz. Art thou the firſt to ſtart a Doubt like that: | 
'e Arr thou (who doſt inſpire their ef hen Th 
0 And teach em to deceiye the eafy Cro]˙ Ji 
- 922 afraid of thy _ Gods? 

a n every change they were on thy fide ſti } 

n it; And ſure they will not leave 333 — * 
8 2 * certainly befriend our Cauſe, 

At leaſt got be our Foes, nor will they leaye 
Their kappy Seat? (herd Rc hem Cake and N 
Bleſs'd in themſelves alone, of Man regardleſs, 

They loll ſerene in everlaſting Eaſe) 

To mind the trivial Buſineſs of our, World. 
Mag. But more I fear the ſuperſtitious Vulgar, 

Who tho unknowing what Religion means, 
Yet nothing moves em more than zealous Rage 
For its 8 when they believe it violat 

Mirx. I was to blame to tax the Prieſt with Scruples; 
Or think bly Care gf Intereſt was his Conſcience, LA. 


* 
* A 


. 


My Caution bviate all thy Fears 
** e will give out that they themſelves deſign d 
To fire the Temple, and then kill the King. 
No matter tho it ſeem not very probable. 
More monſtrous Tales have oft amus'd the Vulgar, 


Mag. I yield co your Direction, and to ftrer T 
The Enterprize, will fecretly diſpoſe e 
A Party of my own within the Temple. IPL G 

| $i} T1 1 1 1 : * h- : 


To join with yours. 
Mirz- It joys my Heart to think „ 
That 1 ſhall glut my Vengeance on this Memon ] 
That 1 ſhall ſee him ſtriye in vain, and curſe 
The happy Fraud that caught him. Like a Lion, © 
Who long has reign'd the Terror of the Woods, 
And 42. the boldeſt Huntſmen to the Combat; 
Tin catch'd at length within ſome hidden Snare, 
Lich foaming Jaws he bites the Toils that hold 


— 
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him, 
And roats and rolls his fiery Eyes in van, 
While the ſurrounding Swains at pleaſure wound him, 
And make his Death their Spoit: | 
Thus Wit ſtill gets the Maſtery o'er Courage, 


Long 
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_ tinie-unmatch'd in War the Mee, . 
mighty Fame in Fields of Battel mon; 

il one fine Project of) the'Statefman's Brain 
Bereaves him of the Spoils his Arms did Bip, 

And . al hes ba vain. n We 
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Cleone is diſcover'd 1 on a a Bank of Fame, Bice: 
aft 35 291 attending. N 
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2 0 x 4 wy Bank repos'd, 
Philant e, amorous, e Fair, © 

&ehing to the Groves diſelo ld N 
The Story of her Care. EI 


- The enen ghee bow iti”, hg 
While they her Notes return; 1 
The Waters murmur. 0'er her Grief, 
And Echo ſeems to mourn... © 


A 2 that heard be Nymph complain, 
ity of the Fair, | 

me. indly ſtrove to cure her Pain, s 
And vaſe hor Mind of Car. 


De Ambitions Step«»Mother. 3g / 
2. $26.5 82; 24604 01 thei 1 nt Bl. % T ok | 
Tis juſ tha. Leve ſhould give you ret... 
From Love your Jormenis came; \, «1 ! forays 
Take that warm Cordial to. your; Breafh,” t. 


3 


And meet a kinder Flamme bg bf 442 
— N þ * a * 7 


SENT $168 33G 5-466: Hat 5 2 3M 
How wretched muſt. the Woman. prove, 4 3 
Beware fair Nymph, beware, 
Whoſe Folly ſcorns another's Love, 1 
And courts her own Deſpair. .-. ul en (919 oh 10 
- . N ' N i 


. 


Cle. Oh Love | Thon Bane of an pahappy Maid ? 
Still art thou buſy at my panting b 4: 
Still doſt thou melt my Soul with thy ſoft Images 


and make my Ruin pleaſing ? Fondly I try deg 


FL 


1 
1 
* 


— ; 5 Gales of Sighs and Floods of ſtreamin Tears, 
* vent my Sorrows, and aſſuage my Paſſions: = 
I till freſh Supplies renew th? exhauſted Stores. 


Nove reigas my Tyrant, to himſelf alone 
liza: fle vindicates the Empire of my Breaſt, t, 
and baniſhes all Thoughts. of Joy for ever. 
Bel. Why are you {till thus cruel to 2 ſelf? | 
Why do you feed and xy the Diſeaſe, . 
hat preys on your dear Life? How, ou 
* 0 a 2 = for pt oj eg 1 
hy rather chuſe you not to ſhine at Court? 
Mad in a thouſand gay Diverſions there, 


* 


o loſe the Memory of this wretched Paſſion: 
Cleo. Alas! Beliza, thou haſt never known ; 

he fatal Power of a reſiſtleſs Love ;  _ 
Like that avenging Guilt that haunts the Impious, 
In vain we hope by flying to avoid it; 
In Courts and Temples it purſues us till, 

And in the loudeſt Clamours will be heacd :. 
It, grows a Part of us, lives in our Blood, 

ind every beating Pulſe proclaims its Force. 

Oh! think not then that 1 can ſhun my ſelf | 
he Grave can only hide me from my Sorrows.  . 
Bel, Allow, me then at leaſt to ſhare your Gries, 


' ions in Misfi make em leſs; 5 
mpanions in — mne And 
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And I could ſuffer much to make you . 
Clas. Sit by me, gentle Maid, and 1 tell 
A wretched Tale of unregarded Love, 
If thou in kind Compaſſion of my Woes, 
Shalt ſigh or ſhed a Tear for my miſhap, 
My grateful Eyes ſhall pay it back with Bend. 
Help me to rail at my too eaſy Heart, 
That raſhly entertain d this fatal Gueſt : 
And you, my Eyes, why were you ſtil impatient. 
= an _ ſight but Artaxerxes ?'' * 
ou make my Woman's Heart acquainted 
Ade thoufand Graces and Perfections, "od 
That Ire; the lovely Hero up for Conqueſt >| ' | 
Bel. Had you oppos'd this Paſſion in its Infancy, 
- Ere Time had given it ſtrength, it might have dy d. 
Cleo. Chas why the tal Error that _ me: 
My Virgin hts, and unexperienc' Innocen 
1 the than till it Las late. . 
And tho when firſt I ſaw the charming Prince, 
1 felt a pleaſing Motion at my Heart, 
Short breathing Si ighs heav'd in my panting Breaſt, 
The mounting Blood fluſh'd in my r — | 
And dy'd my Cheeks with more than uſual 
I thought him ſure the Wonder of his Kind. 
And wiſh'd my Fate had given me ſuch a Brother 2 
Yet knew not that I Iov'd, but thought that all. 
Like me, beheld and pleſs'd him for his Excellence! | 
Bel. Sure never hopeleſs Maid was curs'd before 
With ſuch a wretched Paſſion; all the Gods 
Join to oppoſe your Happineſs 3 'tis ſaid  / 50 
This day the Prince ſhall wed the fair Ameſtris, 
Cleo, No, my Beliza, 1 have never known 
The pleaſing Thoughts of Hope : Certain Deſpair 
Was — at Ae and with my Love inereas'd. 
Bel. Tour you the Prince has e'er perceiy'd your 
T ts 
Cleo. Forbid it, all ye chaſter Powers, that fayour I 


e tf 0c 
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The Modeſty and Innocence of Maids's B 
No, till my Death no other Breaſt but mine | | 
Shall e'er participate the fatal Secret, | 221/248 


The Ambitious Step-Mother. 4 
O could I think that he had ever known 
My hidden Flame, Shame and Confufion 
Would force my Virgin Soul to leave her Maniion, 
And certain Death enſue. h 
Thou nam'ſ the fair Anoſtris, did thou * 
Bel. Madam, I did. vt of 1 11 85 
Cleo, 1 envy not her Happineſs ; ” 4 00 
Tho ſure few of our Sex are enen, e AAETs 
In ſuch. a Godlike Lord. | 
Would I had been a Man! 4 wen 
With Honour then 1 might have he his f 5 
Perhaps from long OE ng Faith, vip 
He might have loy'd me better than the reſt, 
Amidſt the Dangers of the horrid War, 
Still had I been the neareſt to his fide z 
In Courts and Triumphs ſtill had ſhar'd his Joys, 
Or when the ſportful Chace had call'd us forth, 
= gether had we cheer'd our foaming Steeds, A 
Together preſs'd the Savage ober the Plain 3 374 
when o'er-labour'd with che pleaſing 'Toily 
rende on the yerdant Soil had flept 3 . 
But Phither does my roving Fancy wunder? 
Theſe are the fick Dreams of füntaſtick Love. 
So in a Calenture, the Seaman fanſies 
Green Fields and Howry Meadows on the Ocean, 
Till leaping in, the Wretch is loſt for ever. | 
Bel. Try but the common Remedies of Love, 
And 12 a ia op 7 he fiſt. 5 
Cleo. as we mayft may ine, 2. 
When 2 complain'f "t of Heat at ſcorching Noon, | 
Another Sun ſhall riſe to ſhine more kindly. | 
Believe me, my Beliza, I am grown 
So fond of the Deluſion that has charm'd me, 
J hate the officious Hand that offers Cure, 
Bel. Madam, Prinee Artaban! : 2204 
Cleo. My cruel Stars! | 50 4 


Do you then me Solide; n 
Bur Death, the Week's way Re 1 welk, 
Shall hide me from your hated Light wow” 


4 T ie mur, Step- Mother. : 
10 "Enter Aube. ene L 0 x — 
i NAL 2946 % s 
Artab. Ah! lovely Mourner, Kill, it wi 652 blaſt 
My eager Love with unauſpicious Tears + 
When at thy Feet 1 kneel, and ſue-for Pity, 
Or juſtly of thy cold Regards complain, © W 
Still wilt thomenly anſwer we with Sighs'2 ? 
Cleo. Alas ! my Lord, what Anſwer can give? F 
If till 1 1 ou with my Grief, or 
Pity che Temper of 'a wretched Maid,” een * 
By Nature ſad, and born the Child of Sorrow hoy SREte 
In vain you ask for Happineſs Ro oy” r 222108 IH 
Who want it for my ſelf, g ot Ab 
Art. Can blooming Youth, | +} bed hu 
And Virgin Innocence, that knows not x Cult, 
Know any-Cauſe for Grief ? 
Cleo. Do but ſurvey 
The miſerable State of Human Kind, q. 19029055 5 
Where Wretches are the general +04 err 
And tell me if there be not Cauſe for Grief. 


Art. Such Thoughts as theſe, my fair Philoſopher, 20 
Inhabit wrinkled Cheeks and hollow Eyes 


The Marks which Years ſet on the wither'd ages. 2 

The gentle Goddeſs, Nature, wiſely has » 
Allotted other Cares for Youth and Beauty. h 
The God of Loye ſtands ready with his Torch 


To light it at thy Eyes, but ſtill in van 


For ere the Flame can catch 'tis drown'd in Teare. 

Cleo. Oh! name not Love, the work of all m 
tunes, 

The common Ruin of my eaſy Sex, © | IT 

Which 1 have ſworn for ever to avoid, 

In memory of all thoſe hapleſs Maids, | , . 

That Love has plung'd in unerampled Vos. 
Artab. Forbear to argue with that Angel Face, . 
Againſt the Paſſion thou wert form'd to raiſe. 

Alas ! thy frozen Heart has,only known 

Love in reverſe, not taſted of its Joys ; 

Thy Vilhes, ſoft Deſires, and pleaſing Pains, 


— 
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That centre all in moſt-extatick Bliſs, +»/* 150 

Oh, lovely Maid, miſpend no more that Treafurs: iT oh 

Ot Youth and Charms, which laviſh Nature gives; 

The * 25 Goddeſs frowns at thy Delay; "a 

By her fair ſelf, and by her Son the ſwears,” bra Sai 

Thy Beauties are devoted 10 her Service. "a 1 

Lo! now ſhe ſhoots her Fires into my Breaſt, - 

She urges my Delargs, and bids me ſeize the, 
+, +»: [Taking her Hand, and toſſing ies 

And bear thee as a Victim to her Altar, 18 

Then offer up ten thouſand thouſand Joys, 

As an Amends for all thy former Coldneſs. 

cleo. Forbear, my Lord; or 1 Rem mn fy 

For ever from your Sight. ._ - 1 

147 Artab. Why doſt thou frown, | 

And damp the riſing Joy within my Breaſt ? 

I Axt thou reſolv'd to force thy gentle Nature, 

Compaſſionate to all the World beſide, 

And . me cruel ? Shall my Vows, 


| " Thy Father's Interceſſion, all be vain n 
wt Cleo. Why do you urge my Father's fan Power, 
To curſe you with a ſad unlucky Bride? K. 


Cat round your Eyes on our gay Eaſtern Count: 
Luhere ſmiling Beauties, born to better Fates; | 
15 Give Joy to the Beholders: | 4 
here bleſs ſome happy Princeſs with your Voms, "A 
And leave the poor Clone to her Sorrow. 10 
6A Artab. WhatQueens are thofe, of moſt celeſtial Form; * 
Whoſe Charms can drive thy Image from my * * 
or. Oh were they caſt in Nature's faireſt Mold. 2 
A Brighter than Cynthia's ſhining Train of Stars, 
Kind as the ſofteſt She that everclaſp'd - 
| Her Lover, when the Bridal-Night was paſt ; 
I ſwear I would prefer thee, O (leone. on? 
With all thy Scorn and cold Indifference,. '. - 1 VP 
Would chuſe to languiſn and to die for thee, 1 469. 67 
Mauch rather than be bleſs'd, and live for them. 6 
Cleo, Oh Prince ! itãs too much i nor am 1 wonky 
The Honour bf your Paſſion, cond find Hos 
T9 certain and unalterable Fate, 1 
at That 
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That I can never yield you a Return: ' 
My Th ate all to chaſte Diana yow'd, 
And 1 have ſworn to die her Virgin Votary. 
Artab. Impoſſible? thou not give away 
Mine and thy Father's Right, even to the Gods: 
Diana will diſown the unjuſt Donation, | 
Nor favour ſuch an Injury to Love. 


To — Power Divine 1 will appeal, Eo 
Nor ſhall thy Beauty bribe *em to be partial, | Su 
Their Altars now expect us: Come, fair Saint. WH; 
And if thou wilt abide their righteous Doom, U. 
Their Juſtice muſt decree my — 1 1. In 
Reward — Suff. and my Flame e, Le 
For they themſelves have fek the Pow'r of Loye. M 
3 (1 Exaunt, Sh 
SCENE I. The Temple of the Sun. & 
Enter Artaxerres, Ameſtris, and Attendant. = 
Artax. Tis done! Tis done! Oh let me find ſome way 1 
To tell the inighty Joy that fills my Breaſt, re 
Leſt I grow mad with Height of furious Bliſs, Is 
The holy Prieſt has ty'd the ſacred Knot, r 
And my Amefiris now is all my own.. | 17 
Oh thou ſoft Charmer! thou excelling Sweetneſs ! It 
Why art thou not 2 ail like me : L295, H. 
I ſwear thou doſt not love thy Artaxerxes, 


If thou art calm in this Exceſs of Happineſe. 
Ameſt. Alas! my Lord, my panting Heart yet trembles 
In vaſt ſuſpence between unruly Joys 
And chilling Fears ; ſomewhat methinks there is 
That checks my Soul, and ſays 1 was too bold 
To quit the Pleaſures of my Virgin State is 18 
To barter em for Cares and anxious Love. 
Artax. Theſe are the Fears which wait on every Bride, 
And only ſerve for Preludes to her Joys; 
Short Sighs, and all thoſe Motions of why Heart, 
Are Nature's Call, and kindle warm Delires. | 


Soon 


The Ambitious Step-Mather. 45 
Soon as the friendly Goddeſs of the Ni 
Shall draw her Veil of Darkneſs o'er thy 
Theſe little cold unneceſſary 1014 £2 
And when. I preſs thee trembling to my Boſom, 
Thou ſhalt confeſs: (if there be. room for - Words, 
Or ey'n for 7 that all thoſe Thoughts are liſs. 

Ameſi. Yet ſurely mine are more than common Fears: 
For, Oh! my Prince, when my foreboding Heart 
Surveys th* uncertain State of human Jo 
How ſecretly the Malice of our Fate 1 15 
Unſeen purſues, and often blaſts our Happineſs 
In full Security; I juſtly dread, - fp 
Leſt Death or Pani or ſome unſeen Accident, 

Much worſe, if te, than each of theſe, 
Should curſe us more than ever we were bleſs'd. 

Artax. Doubt not the Gods, my Fair, whoſe zigh2 

teous Power | | 

Shall favour and protect our vertuous Loves, 
If ſtill thou a end'ſt approaching Danger, 
Let us make haſte, and ſnateh tch' uncertain Joy, 
While Fate is in our power. tu id e +69, 
Now let us ſtart, and give a looſe to Love, 
Feaſt ey'ry Senſe with moſt luxurious Pleaſure, 
Improve our Minutes, make em more than Years, 
Than Ages, and ev'n live the Life of Gods? 
If after this, Death or Ill - Fortune comes, .; 
It cannot injure us, ſince we already g 
Have liv'd, and been beſore · hand with out Fate. 

Ameſs. Oh! let me-eaſe at once my tender Heart, 
And tell my deareſt Lord my worſt of Fear; 
There is an Ill which more than Death I dread : 
Should you, by Time and long Fruition ſated -- + 
Grow faithleſs, and forget the loſt Ameſiris.; ., _ 7 
Forget that everlaſting. Truth you yow'd, (1 |.” (11 
Tho ſure | i- ſhould not publickly complain. 
Nor to the Gods accuſe m n ole © 
Yet ſoft. Soul would fink beneath the :Weightz - + 
I ſhould grow mad, and curſe my very Being 
And wiſh I ne er had been, or not been loy' 


* 
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Artax. 
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. Doſt thou ben every DEG: 
us, 7 
And with propitious Tnfliience our Fortune. 
Doſt thou ropicow Ini Ow of Da a= oh Uh 
And fright thy Soul wich things that are bt — 
Now b bike potent God of Love, I'ſwear, ' © 
1 will have ample Vengeance for thy —＋ 
My ſoft complaining Fair, ſhalt thou not pay mæ 
In Joys too fierce for Thouglit, for theſe e ; 
The bands which hold our Love are knit by Fate; 
Nor ſhall decaying Time or Nature looſe em? 
Beyond the Limits of the ſilent Grave. 
Love ſhall ſurvive, immortal as our Beings : | 
And when at once we climb yon azure Sies 
We will be ſhown to all the Bleſt'd above, 55 
For the moſt conſtant Pair that e' er deſery'd 
To mingle” with their Stars. 
Ameſt, Tis true! tts true! 3 2UC 
Nor ought I to ſa( pet thee. O my ** 1078) 11502 
The Gods have form'd thee, for the neareſt bauen 15 
Of th&jr own Excellence and perfect Truth. 14.7 
O let me fink upon thy gentle Boſon, STI 
And, bluſhing, tell how greatly I am ee - 
Forgive me, Modeſty, if here I vow 
That alt the Pleaſures of my Virgtn State 
Were 2 and trifling to the preſent Ra apr N 
A gentle Warmth invades my glowing Br of 
And while I fondly gase ae upon thy Face 
Ey'n Tübügllt is löſt in erquiſtte Delight... 88. 
e Gh then Gelitious perfect Angel Woman! | 2 
Thou art too much for mortal Senſe to bear 25 | 5 bn 
The vernal Bloom and Fragrancy of Spices, 
Wafted by gentle Winds, are not like the. Sh, 
From thee, .as from the Oyprian Queen of Love, 
Ambroſial Odours flow my every Faculty -';. ! 15+ 
Is charm'd by thee, and drinks immortal Piers Wy bd 
O glorious God of Day; fly ſwifily forward, ” 0H. | 
And t thy Siſter's Rule te gn the World.. 10 
Nor haſte 6 ITY el 12 9 klo 1 
Fed 9s nn 1 115 Long 


. 
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Work 


And ſcatter'd . o'er: the Field, yet ſhould I bleſs ; +;.-. 


The Ambitions Step-Mother. 47 
I me with her ſtay, that thy Return 
At Morn may find me happieſt of my kin. 


n : 5 l s hk, 44 
; 3 3 n 
* * » 1 1 
Enter Memnon. 1 t viduohs 
a » 
4 % 


. 


1 
+ 4 ww 


My Father ! is there an Increaſe of Joy ? 
What can ye pive, ye Gods, to make it more ? 
mem. Ye Bleſſings of my Age! Whom when I view, 
The Memory of former Woes is loſt. 
Oh Prince! Well has this glorious Day repay'd 
My Youth and Blood ſpent: in Arſace Service. 
Nor had the Gods indulg'd my vaineſt Wiſnes,, . 
Durſt I have ask'd for ſuch a Son as yo. are. 
But I am roughly bred, in words unknowing, | + 
Nor can I — my Speech in apt Expreſſion, 
To tell how much I love and honour you : 
Might I but live to fight one Battle for you, 
Tho with my Life I bought the Victory, | 4 
Tho my old batter'd Trunk were bew'd to pieces, 
My Fate, and think my Years wound up with Honour. 
Artab. Doubt not, nty noble Father, but ev'n yet 7 
A large Remain of Glory is beh inc. 
When Civil Diſcord ſhall be reconeil d. 
And all the Noiſe of Faction huſh'd to Peac, 
Rough Greece, alike in Arts and Arms ſevere, e, 
No more ſhall brand the Perſian Name with Softheſs. . 
Athens ang Spare a wondri fhall behold/ ub, . \ 
Strict in our Diſcipline, undauntedl, patient l bot 
Of War's ſtern Toil, andedread our hoſtile; Verte, 
Thoſe ſtubborn Cominoowealths,, that proudly dare 
Diſdain the glorious: Monarchs of the Baſt. 
Shall, paꝝ their Homage to the Throne of Cu. 
And when with Laurels covef d we return, 
My Love ſhall meet, and ſmiling bleſa our Triumph, 
While at her Feet I lay the Scepters of, the Morld. 
Mem. Oh glorious Theme! By Hrav'n it fire m. 
wo ud ee ey b of wwaitnt owt 
And Hale, Youth agaip ip my cold eins. 10? 
I, | 


Artax. 


| This diy my Sons: Monarch the Saſk 


48 The Ambitious Step-Mother.” 
93 Ha! Mira and the n! retire 
ngentle Hate and brawlin Rage than Day nt 
the Peace, to which this hap 
Je doatly ſacred. Forward, to the 1 
Dr Artaxerxes, Ameſtris, Memnon, and 
. (Attendant: 


e Mr, nd 


Mir. Al are dilpora, and Fats ba vile on Order 
For a — 

Su. Your ution was 5 2 5 
Both wiſe and faithful, not to truſt my Son 
Too raſhly with a Secret of this nature: 
The Youth, nag om yr Soul, and fond of Glory; 
Yet leans to the fantaſtick Rules of Honour, 
Would hefitate at ſuch an A& as this, j I 
Tho future Empire ſhould depend upon it. 

MIL. When Time ſhall add Experience 10 tas 

Knowledge, 

With which bis earl Towth i rihly Franght, wh, 
He'll be convinc'd that only Fools would loſe I 
A Crown for notionary Principles. HS 7:7 
Honour is the unthinking Soldier's Boaft, 
Whoſe dull Head cannot reach thoſe finer Arts, 
By which Mankind is govern d. 

Ke. And yet it gives a Luſtre to the Great, 
And makes the Croad adore "ern 222306 
Mirz, Your Son ſhall reap | y. 1 
The whale Advantage, while we bowie One: 
You, Madam, when the ſacred Hymns are — 
er dur Foes hen ſeia d. 505 
Within — Temple may be beſt magnate WeSC $f 
Till you diſpoſe their Fut... 11 

2 The Rites attend us; — uhu i bear 


Mirz. Lend us ye Gods, your Tem ber. 
You ban be paid ih Apis of ble, 2 


The Ambitious Step-Mother. 7g 
nd after this for ever undiſturb'd, - | 


Brood o'er your ſmoking Altars. | 
[Exeunt Queen, Mirza, and Attendants. 


nts, SCENE II 


41. The Scene opening, s the Aliar of the Sun, Magas,' 
| and ſeveral 2 attending. Solemn Muaſick 
bs is heard: then enter on one ſide Memnon, Artaxerxes, 
ders Ameſtris, and Attendants ; on the other ſide the 
* Veen, Mirza, Artaban, Cleone, Cleanthes, and At- 
tendant : they all bow towards the Altar, and then 
range themſelves on each ſide of the Stage, while the 
following Hymn is perform'd in Parts, and Chorus 

by the pril. | 


HYMN 75 the Sun, by W. Shippen Es 
54 
id H: IL Light, that doubly glads our Sphere, 
_ [7 


Glory and Triumph of the Year ' 
il Feſtival, for ever bleſt, 
By the adoring raviſh'd Eaft ! 


Hail Mithras, mighty Deity ! 

For Fire and Air, and Farth and Sea, 
From thee their Origin derive, \, 
Motion and Form from thee receive. 


When Matter yet unacted lay, 

No ſooner thou infus'd thy Ray, 

But the dull Maſs its Power obey d, 
But an harmonious World was made. 


Which ſtill, when thou withdrawſt thy Beams, 
n undiſtinguiſb d Chaos ſeems ; 
or what are Objects without ſight * 

or Viſion when involv'd in Night? 


C Nouht 
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Night i is an univerſal Grave, 4 , 1 1 ORE? T 
Where things but doubiful Beings have, 
Till them thy Beams illuminate, - 
And, as it were, again create. af 
Chorus, Sc. 8 
W 
Hail Source of immaterial Fire, 
That ne er began, can nt'er expire; . | 2 
Whoſe Orb, with ſtreaming Glories fraught, - 
Daxles the Ken of human Thought 1 | 8 
Al the dependant Spheres above, 


By thy Direction ſhine and move. 
MM purer Beings here below, 
From thy immediate Eſſence flow. 


What is the Soul of Man but Light, ; 
Drawn down from thy tranſcendent Height ? 

What but an Intellectual Beam ? 

A Spark of thy immortal Flame * 


For as thou rul'ft with glad ſome Rays 
The greater World, ſo this the leſs ; 
And like thy own diffuſ ive Soul, 

Shoots Life and Vigour thro' the wholt. 


Since then from Thee at firſt it came, 
To Thee, tho clogg'd, it points its Flame; 
And conſcious of ſuperiour Birth, 

Deſpiſes this unkindred Earth. 
Chorus, c. ; 


Hail Oroſmades, Pour Divine 
Permit us to approach thy Shrine; 
Permit thy. Votaries to raiſe 

Their grateful Voices to thy Praiſe. 


Thou art the Father of our Kings, A U 
The Stem whence their high Lineage ſprings; © 


I 


The Ambitions Step-Mother, 5 
The Sov reign Lord that does maintain e 
Their uncontroll'd and boundleſs Reign, 


O then _ aſſiſt thy drooping Son, F 
Who long has grac'd our Perſian Throne! 
O may he yet extend his Sway! 

We yet Arſaces“ Rule obey ! 


Let thy Vitality impart | 

New Spirits to his fainting Heart: 
Let him, like thee, (from whom he ſprung) 
Be ever Active, ever Young. | 
Chorus, exc. 


, : 


When the Muſick is ended; Memnon, Artaxerxes, Or. 
Queen, Artaban, Sc. go off as they enter d, ſeverally ; 
only Mirza comes forward, and the Scene \ =D, 1 * | 
looks after Ameſtris going out, and then ſpeaks. 


Mirx What means this foreign Warmth within my 
Breaſt ? | F 

s this a time for any Thought but Vengeanee } | | © 
hat fatal Beauty dazles my weak Senſe, OEM 
And blaſts the Reſolution of my Soul: 
My Eyes in contradiction to my Purpoſe, 
Still bent to her, and drunk the Poiſon in; | 
While I ſtood ſtupid in ſuſpence of Thought, © © 
And now like Oil my flatning Spirits blaze; 
My Arteries, my Heart, my Brain is ſcorch'd, 
And I am all one Fury, Feeble Mirza ! 
Canſt thou give way to Dotage, and become 
The Jeſt of Fools? No! 'tis impoſlible : 
Revenge ſhall rouze, and with her Iron Whips 
Laſh forth this lazy Ague from my Blood, 5 
This Malady of Girls. Remember, Stateſman, 1 
Thy Fate and future Fortunes now are forming, 
And ſummon all thy Counſels to their Aid,  * _. 
Ev'n thy whole Soul. It wo'not be: Ameſtris | 
Still riſes uppermoſt in all my Thoughts, 
The Maſter-piece of Nature. The Boy God 
The | 02 Laughs 
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Laughs at my Rage, and triumphs o'er my Folly. | 
» | [ 4 tumultuous Noiſe is heard. 
Ha ! by the Gods tis doing! Now my Stars 
Be kind, and make me Maſter of my Wiſh at once, 


Enter Magas. 


But ſee the Prieſt ! Why doſt thou ſtare and tremble ? 
Have we ſucceeded } ſay ; and eaſe my Fears. 

Mag. My Soul is pierc'd with Horror! Every God 
Seems from his Shrine to threaten us with Vengeance, 
The Temple reels, and all its pond'rous Roof 
Nods at the Profanation. 

Mirz. Baſe and fearful |! Tp.” 

How can thy wretched Soul conceive ſuch Monſters ? 

Canſt thou who would'ſt be great be ſuperſtitious ? 

But *tis 4 Coward's Vice. Say, are our Enemies ſe- 
cur'd: 


Mag. They are; the Prince, old Memnon, and his 
Daughter | | 
Are in Orchanes' s, only Tigranes 


With ſome of leſſer Note are fled. 
Mirz. No matter: 
Theſe are the Soul, the reſt a lifeleſs Maſs, 
Not worth our Apprehenſion. 
Mag. Will you ſtay, 
To meet the furious Thunder of their Rage ? | 
Mirx. I will: Thou may'ſt retire, and ſummon back 
Thy ſcatter'd Spirits: Let not the Crowd ſee 
Thy Fears; twill make thee vile and cheap among em. 


[Exit Magas, 


Enter Artaxerxes, Memnon, and Ameſtris, Priſoners, 
Orchanes, and Guards. 


_ * gh Villain ! Anſwer, ſay how haſt thon 
r | 
To do this Inſolence ? mmm 

Orch. I know my Orders, 


Which from the Queen my Miſtreſs I receiy'd, 


Who will avow her own Authority. | 
Artax. Ha! from the Queen! She durſt not, 'tis 
impoſſible! ä | 
'Tis Sacrilege ! tis Treaſon ! tis Damnation! 
Am I not Artaxerxes? Born to Empire, 
The Next Degree to Gods. O thou bright Sun! 
? That roll'ſt above, the Object of our Worſhip, 
Canſt thou behold, and not avenge thy Race? 
d Thy injur'd Race? If L could ought admit 
Unworthy of thy Great Original, 
Let me be doom'd to fall this Villain's Slave. 
If not. Why am I made the Scorn of Wretches 
) So much below me, that they hardly ſhare 


The common Privilege of Kind; but are 
As Beaſts to Men | 


/. 


„And harden'd in Impiety, he laughs 

1 his WY At the fictitious Juſtice of the Gods, 
And thinks their Thunder has not Wings to reach him. 
But know the Joy thy Triumph brings is ſhort , 
My Fate, (if the Gods govern) or at leaſt 
My Mind's beyond thy reach, and ſcorns thy Malice. 

Mirz, Dull valiant Foo), thy Ruin is the leaſt, 

Tne moſt ignoble Trium h o my Wit. 
Cleander's Blood asks for fubſtantial Vengeance, 

a. And when the Thought that labours in my Breaſt 

j depen in Action, thou ſhalt know the Cauſe 

Why 1 remain to view thy hated Face, 


And curſe thy ſelf, curſe the ill-o men'd Day 
That gave thee Birth, renouncing all the Gods, 
Thy ſelf of them renounc'd, ſhalt ſink to Hell 
In bittereſt Pangs, and mingle with the Furies. 
Mem, Unhallow'd Dog, ch 
Of all thy ſtudy'd Malice cannot move me: 
And if the Gods in tryal of my Vertue, 
Can yield my Life up to thy Hangman's Mercy 
| I'll ſhew thee with what eaſe the Brave and Honeſt 
Who Can put off Life, till thou ſhalt damn thy Arts, 
Thy wretched Arts, and Impotence'of Malice. 
C 


3 Mirx. 
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Mem, See where the Maſter Villain ſtands! Unmov'd 


That blaſts me with its Preſence , thou ſhalt know it, K 


ou ly'ſt ! The utmoſt Force . 


. 
* 
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Mirz.. Reſt well aſſur'd, thou ſhalt have cauſe to try 
The Philoſophick Force of paſſive Vertue. 
Aar. O Death to Greatneſs?! Can we. fall ſo low, 
To be the {)1vi!h Objects of his Mirth ? | 
Shall my juſt l. Lage and violated Honour 
Play the Bufloon and miniſter to Laughter? | 
Down, down, my ſwelling Heart, hide thy Reſentment 
Nor proſtitute t the ruffled Majeſty | 
Of injuc'd Princes to the gazing Crowd, 
My Face ſhall learn to*cover the Emotion 
My wounded Soul endures. Ha! my Ameſtris? 
My Loye ! my Royal . the — — Ariel, 
Defaces every Feature: like the De 29 8 
That raz'd the Beauties of the ket Creation 0 236 i 
1 cannot bear it: Villains, give me W aß! 
1 LA breaks from the ; Guard that holds 1 
A4 "and catches hold of Ameſtris. 
Oh! let me hold thee in my throbbing Boſom, 
And ſtriye to hide thy Sorrows from my fight, 
I cannot ſee thy Griefs; and yet 1 WAS. : 
hs Power to bring Relief. 
Ameſe Ah! No my Prince! 
There are no Remedies for, Ills like ours; 
My helpleſs Sex by 9 75 ands Kere 
To all the rongs and Injuries 0 7 A 
Defenceleſs in my ſelf, you my Refug 
You are my Lord, to w on Poul I 5 
Since you cannot redreſs me? Were, yqu not | 
The Honour, Joy, and Safety of Ameſtris + 5. «8 
For you alone ie. , with you alone 5 801 
1 could be happy, O my Arta xer es 70 71 
One Influence guides our conſenting, Seach, 
And till together ye are bleſs'd or curs d. 
Mir. Fi a malignant Joy my Ears drink in, 
Hear each harmonious, Accent, eyery. Glance 
Goes to my Heart, an ſtirs alternate Motions 
Of Heat and Cold; a lazy Pleaſure naß 
Thrills all my Veins. anon Deſire prom: hot: . 
And 27 old, Times ſhrink before the Flame. 


Artax. Goon! And We me with thy Angel's ar 


„ 
= . 


ents, 
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Sooth and aſſuage the Fury in my Breaſt, 3 
That urges me to unbecoming Paſſion: "oh 
My Rage grows cool amidſt; chy ſoft Complainings; 
And tho thou talk'ſt of Woes, of Death and Ruin, 

'Tis Heaven to hear the. 
Ameſ. Since this is all our wretched Conſolation, 
Let us indulge our Grief, till by long uſe 1810 

It grows habitual, and we loſe the Pain. \ 
Here on the marble Pavement will we (it, 
Thy Head upon my Breaſt z and if Remembrance 
Of cruel Wrongs ſhall vex thy noble Heart, 
The Murmur of my Sighs ſhall charm the Tumult, 
And Fate ſhall find us calm: Nor will the Gods, 
Who here inhabit and bebold our Sufferings, 
Delay, to end our Woes in Immortality, 
He Ha! ſay'ſt thou? Gods! Yes certain there are 
das, a 
To whom my Youth with Reverence till bas bow'd, - 
Whoſe Care and Providence are Vertue's Guard; 
Think then, my Fair, they haye not made us great, 
And like themſelves, for miſerable Ends. 
Mirz. Gods might behold her, and forget their Wiſ- 


dom. | [4/ide. 
But I delay too long. Orchaxes, lend thy Ear. 
[Mirza whiſpers Orchanes, and exits 
Mem, My Children ! you were ſtill my Joy and Hap- 
een 5 
Why am I made your Curſe ? This hated Head, 
To Death devoted, has inyoly'd your Innocence | 
In my Deſtruction. | | „Air 
[Guards lay hold on Artax. and Ameſtris. 
Ameſ, Alas, my Father 
Artax. Barbarous Dogs! What mean you? 
Orch. Convey the Lady to Lord Mirza's Palace, 
'Tis the Queen's Will ſhe ſhall be there confin'd, 
Artax. Thou canſt not mean ſo dam'd a Villany ! 
Thou dac'ſt not! Malt not part us ! Fate cannot doit! 
Mem. Curſed Old. Age, why have I liv'd to ſee this? 
Orch. Force em aſunder. cont 
5 | 
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Art. Hew off my Limbs, ye Dogs ! I will not looſe 
em A | | 

Oh Devils! Death and Furies! my Wife! my lov'd WA 

Ameſiris by 

Ameſ., My Lord , my Husband 


Orchanes and one Party of the Guards force Artaxerxes 
and Memnon off one way, aud the other Party bear! 
Ameſtris another, 


Re-enter Mirza * 


Mirx- This was moſt noble Miſchief ! it ſtung home, 
'Twas Luxury of Vengeance — twas not ill Ar, 
To keep aloof: theſe boiſterous Beaſts have Paws, 

And might have ſcratch'd : The Wiſe ſhould not allow Au 


A poſſibility to Fortune's Malice. Th 
Now to the reſt; this Prince! this Husband ! dies: ; 
To-morrow's Dawn brings his and Memnon's Fate. * 
This _— let 'em deſpair, and ban, and rage, An 
And to the wooden Deities within : Mit 


Tell frantick Tales: my Hours ſhall paſs more pleaſingly An 
If Love (which yet 1 know not) can give Pleaſure, 
Love ! What is Love? the Paſſion of a Boy, Fre 
That ſpends his time in Lazineſs and Sonnets : | 
Luſt is the Appetite of Man; and ſhall 

Be ſated, till it loath the cloying Banquet, 
The Wiſe by human Prailty are 5 

To taſte theſe Pleaſures, but not dwell upon em; 
They marr and dull the Faculty of Thinking : 


. 


. | ſafely may indulge in Riot, 1 


Tispolitick Lewdneſs, and aſſiſts my Vengeance; 
I wilkgrow young, and furfeit on her Charms, 
Her luſcious Sweets; then riſing from her Arms, 
The naufeous, momentary Joy forget, 
And be my ſelf again; again be Wile and Great. 

| lO [Exit Mirza. WA 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE I. The Palace. 
Enter Artaban and Cleanthes. 


Shall keep Mankind in Order, if Religion 
And publick Faith be violated ? 'Tis an 8 
That beards both Gods and Men, and dares their Juſtice. 
Clean. The fearful Crowd already take th' Alarm, 
Break off their ſolemn Sports, their Songs and Dances, 
And wildly in tumultuous Concert join; en. 
Miſchief and Danger ſits in ev'ry Face, 
And while they Fead the Anger of the Gods, 
The Wiſe who know th' Effects of popular Fury, 
From them expect that Vengeance which they fear. 
Artab. The ſacred Power of Majeſty, which ſhou'd. 
Forbid, owns and protects the Violence; 
It muſt not, ſhall not be: Who ſeals a Croyn 
By Arts like theſe, wears it unworthily. 


\ 
Artab. » I. Is baſe and impious! Where are the Ties 


You ſhould approve that Act her Power has done. 
Artab. I'll meet her as I ought, and ſhow my ſelf: 
Worthy the noble Riyalſhip of Empire. 15 


Enter the Queen, Mirza, and Attendants. . 


* My Son, 1 come to joy you of a Crown: 

And Glory certain now; your Fate at length, 

Has maſter'd that malignant Influence | 

With which it od ig, You are a King, 
V5 e 


. « + 


Clean. The Queen your Mother, Sir! ſhe will expect | 


*. 


— 


— . _ — 
3 229 * 2 


— 
. =. 


— 
— 


1 * — — — : = 
2 


9 - 


— - 


— 
. 


—— 


| 
ſ 
[ 
x 


ö 
| 
| 


— 
* — 


— 


9 
* = 
- 


8 'Te dt dach Step: f 


: he 

he greateſt that our Eaftern World beholds; hi 

And tho my widow'd Bed be Cauſe for Grief, doi 
945 228 Jake, d 10 . N 21013600 n 
very — 5 vain and fooliſh ; Df 
To mourn his Death with ceremonious Sorrow ; 0 


For tho he dy'd the greateſt of our Race, 
Yet ſince decaying Age had ſunk him low, 
And all the native Majeſty was loſt, 
Twas time the Soul ſhould ſeck for Immortality, 
And leave the weary Body to enjo 
An honourable Reſt from Care and Sickneſs: 
Peace to his Aſhes, and eternal Fame 
you with his Memory; while we who iow 
back with Emulation on his Greatneſs, 
nd with laborious Steps ſtrive to aſcend 
That Height. where once he ſat. 
Qu. Thou haſt alread 
Attain'd the lofty Summit of his Glory; 
His Throne expects thee but to ſit and fill it. 
Artab. No, m, when the Gods chuſe en Sub- 


jets 85 Ca 

On who to place ſuch Greatneſs, thaydemaugd 1! Ur 
The 991 Prize with, Toil and thorny Danger, Ii 
And f. id the Man Who would be Great, dare greatly. Ar 
t for dull Elder Brothers to poſleſs _ Te 
Without deſerving; mine's a nobler Claim, NA. 
Nor will I taſte he Godlike Joys of Power, , -, r. 
Ti Men and Gods with Juſtice tal confeſs . , War 
is barely the Reward of what I me- ] è r 
f. What means my Son? 1 a Hi 
Artab, To wreſtle for a Crow!!! T 


Qu. With what fantaſtick Shadow would — ftrive? Si: 
The haughty Rival of thy Hopes is fallen; 


He lives indeed, but 'tis = grace thy . E 
And boy, before thee; then be ſwept away | L 
Like the Re membrang * an idle Brem, 1 Dr. 
Which tho of Ye 15 now tqrgot | N 


t 
ab. It gri c 
eee, 
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ho even from your Hands: The conſcious Yip | 
hat witnel es within my Breaſt for Glo 
oints me to Greatneſs by th the Paths of 5 our, 
und urges-me to do 2s a, Kigg ought, 

hat Ty ot wear his Pu 100 as 1 Gift 
Of impious Treachery and baſe Deceit. 

Su. Amazement turns my Senſes ! Or I dream! 

or ſure thou canſt not mean ſo poor a Folly. 

aft thou been bred in the wiſe Arts of Empire ? 
Been early taught to know the Worth of Power? 

nd would ſt thou loſe the golden Opportunity 

ith which thy Fortune courts. thee, for a Notion ? 

\n empty Sound of Viitue ? A dry Maxim, 

Which Pedants have deyis'd for Boys to canvas? 

an my Son think ſo meanly ? Go, ſet free 

(Since Honour bids) this Lordly Elder Brother, 
Bow like a Slave before him, wait his Pleaſures, 
And live dependant on his ſcanty Penſion; 

He may reward af 1245 Loyalty, . 
And make theg Ruler of f ſome” petty Province, | 
In recompence of Roy 1 giv'n up. 

Artab. No! (cho I muſt confeſs 1 would not | bold him 
Caught in a Villain' 8 Snare, nor do a Murder 
Unworthy of a Hangman) yet to death 
I (till ety him as my mortal Foe. | 
And fi 8 my Father's Fate diffolves that Trace, 
To which 1 ſtood en gag'd, 'tis War * | 
Amidſt £5 Keely [Nik HB will 1 ſee 
This ha | Brother y his Friends Mrbutideh - 10 
And backe d Wh all th Advantages' of his Bind) oP 
Then brayely prove upon him with my Sword, 

He falſly binde e for 2 a bookiſh Coward, 
That Nature's * only gave him Preference, 
Since Fate meant me the King. , 

v, A Mother's are is watchful for thy Vfety, 
Elſe wert thoy lolt, thou honourable Fool] 

Long might'ſt thou yainly hunt in bloody Fields. 
For that Alyantage r thy willing Fortune 
Now reaches * Hands: In Battels with 


dee Vings the wayering ( Goddeſs flies, 7 


. # 


And 
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And oft with partial Hand beſtows her Favour 
On Fools and thick-skull'd Heroes; ſeize her now, 
While ſhe is thine, or ſhe is loſt for ever. | 
Artab. No matter, let her fly; the Eagle Vertue 
Shall ſoar beyond her, and command ber flight: 
Fortune is not my Miltreſs, but my Slave. | 
Poſterity, that reads the Name of Artaban 
In the Records of Empire, ſhalt not-bluſh 
To think I plotted. with a knaviſh Prieſt, 
The Scandal of his venerable Function, 
And Maik of the Gods Vengeance, to betray 
Prince my Enemy ; as if being confcious - 
Ot leſſer Worth, and of unequal Courage, 
J durſt not fairly ſtrive with him for Greatneſs. 
Let the abhor'd and impious Treachery 
Obſcurely die, unknown to future Ages; 
Or if our Shame muſt be deliver'd down, 
By all the Kingly Hopes that fire my Soul, 
It ſhall not paſs without a Brand of Puniſhment, 
Qs. 'Tis wondrous well! Young Man, you king it 
rarely l. | 
You mean to be renown'd' for early Juſtice, 
And ma:k your oftentatious Love of Vertue, 
Ev'n in their Bloods who lift you up to Power: 
Perhaps we.too our ſelf muſt be arraign'd 
Before your-puny Bar, and feel your Ax; 
will be a noble Subject for your Praiſe, 
And yield much Matter to declaiming Flatterers, 
Artab. Yau, Madam, are my Motber, Nature blinds; 


me, 

And bids me ſee no Faults in her that bore me; 
Thoſe other Slaves that dare 

Qs. May be immortal 
For ought-that thou canſt do to cauſe their Fate. 
Is not thy Power the Creature of my Favour, 
Which in .precarious wife on me depending, 
Exiſts by my Concurrence to its Being ? 
Miſtaken Youth ! Whoſe giddy Brain, Ambition 
Has, like the Fume of drunken Vapaurs, turn d; 
Think 'ſt thou that 1 whoſe Soul was form'd for — 4 | 
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Vile and forgotten, if Jever own 
Any ſuperior Being but thoſe Gods. 
Qs. Thou rav'ſt! And haſt forgot me- 


Artab, No, you are 


pire down? (i 
Boy t- 
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Would lay the golden Reins of Em 

Or truſt em to the Guidance of 2 * 

Who ſhall diſpoſe of me, or thoſe that ſerve me, 

23 the Dictates of old Mortals, => 
Tutor gleans from 

Artab, Nay then *tis time 1 ſhould exert my ſelf, 

And tho you gave me Birth, yet from the Gods | 

(Who made my Father be as he was, Royal, 

And ſtampt the Mark of Greatneſs on my Soul ;)- 

I claim my Right to Empire: may I fall 


{4 


Authors, 


My Mother, and a Woman, form'd to obey ; 
On that Condition all Sexes Privileges 
Are founded : the creating Hand has mix'd 
Softneſs and Beauty in your Compoſition, 
To charm and bend the Mind of Man, impatient 
Of the ignoble Pleaſure ; you were made for 
The Weakneſs and Neceſlities of Nature: 
Ill are your feeble Souls for Greatneſs ſuited; 
Deſire of Government is monſtrous in you. 

Qs. Thou mighty Goddefs, Nature! Doſt thou hear 


This Rebel Son 


This inſolent Upbraider! 


Still fondly nurs'd in my indulgent Boſom ?) 
To build whoſe future Greatnefs to the Skies, 
My anxious Soul has labour'd more than when 
I felt a Mother's Sorrow for bis Birth: 


ny 


Ungrateful Boy ! 


Know, Fool! That vaunt'ſt 2 


The greateſt-He that rougher 


ſelf upon thy Manhood, 
ind e er had, 


Muſt have confeſs'd Woman's ſuperior Wit, 
And own'd- our Sex's juſt Prerogative. 
Did not a Mother's Fondnefs plead hard for thee, 
Thy Head-ſhould pay the Forfeit of thy Infolenee ;. 
For know, young King, that I am Fate in Perſia, . 


And Life and Death depend u 
Artab, The World would 
the Gods. 


_ 


Pleaſure. 
goyern'd, ſhould: 


Depute 
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Depute their Providence to Women's Care, * 

And truſt them with the Fate of Kings and Fingers. 
u. Let thou art ſafe !' Away l nor tempt me father 

The Patience ey!n of Gods themſelves has limits, 

Tho they with long forbearance view Man's Folly. "oh 

Yet if thou ſtill perſiſt to dare my Power, ' , +1 

- Like them 1 may be urg'd to looſe my Vengeance, 

And tho thou wert my Creature, ſtrike thee dead. 
46%, } 'Beſeech you, Sir, retite; emen t Mo- 

ther. 

Labours with wilelt Foreſi bt for og Good, 

And is incens'd to ſee you thwart that Pu role... u *560 
Artab. What is the Good of Greatneſs Ap Power? 

Madam, I leave you; my own innate. Virwe 

Arms me againſt your Rage, unjuſt and impotent: 

Wait but the great Succeſs my Soul divines, 

And you will own your little juggling Arts 

Have only ſery'd to obſtruct a while my Glory. 

And skreen * elder Brother from my Conqueſt. | I> &1 

\ »:- » [Exit Artaban 44d Cleanthes, 

u. Some envious Pow'r above, ſome hoſtile Damon, 


Works under-hand againſt my ſtronger Genius, - +: ĩ 


And countermines me with Domeſtick Jars. 
Malicious Chance! When all abroad was ſafe, . _ 
To ſtart an unſeen Danger from my ſelf! _ 
Mirza ! Didſt not thou mark the haughty:Boy ? - | | 
With what aſſuming Pride he own'd his Gaciog 2, nd of 
And claim'd Superiority. of Power?! rhung oM 
Oh can I live and bear to be controll'd? $ 2:1 
To ſhare the Pleaſure of ſupreme Command | 
With him or any one? Oh Artemiſa ! 
Didſt thou diſdain Subjection to a Husband, 
The proudeſt Title of that Tyrant Man ? 
And canſt thou yield t a Boy? A Son! By Nature 
And grateful Duty to obedience bound? | 

Mirz. Madam, let me intreat you, by the Gods, 
To calm your juſt Reſentments: Meddling Fortune, 
(Whoſe Malice labours to perplex the Wie) .. af 
It not prevented, will unravel all 


Thoſe finer Arts, which we with Care have mores. 1 
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The + Ambiriour te — 
The Prince, led on 12 . e 0 


May ſet the Pris!ners free think, at 
May i ths ſhock of ate we ſand a "LS. 
Qs. Tis true! this fooliſh Honour ruins all. 
Ridiculous Norm as if Self. intereſt 1 
Were not the fi 1 and nobleſt Lay of e OG 
Say Rea wiſe Lord, and let thy ready Wir 
Still preſent to it ſelf avert this Blow, - . me: 
Mirz. One Method, tho ungentle, yet remains ? 
To remedy. the Fears this Ill produces 
This inſtant let a Guard confine the Prince. 
Ere te can gain the Means t' effect that Miſchlaf 5 
He meditates NN himſelf and us __ 
To-morrow, early as the Morning dawns 91 AY, 
The Priſoners all ſhall die ; that once diſpach'd, 
This raging Fit of Honour will relax, _ 
And give him Leiſure to conſider cooly 
i Th' Advantage of his Fortune. 1 $53.44 de 
es . You bave Reaſon; , + .. * nl 
And tho 1 fear his haughty Temper will - volts 
7 But badly brook Continement, he muſt learn . 
| To bear it as he can; perhaps will hend bias: x7 <1 1 
And make his Youth. more pliant to my Will. | 
Mirz. Your Orders cannot be diſpatch'd too ſoon, 
Each Minute of the flying Hours is precious 
Qs. The Eunuch Bagoas ! let him attend us, 
He ſhall receive lnſtructions on the Inſtant. 


oo [ Exennt the Veen 750 as ſrocaly, 
n SCENE IL Mrz, Palace. 


Enter Cleone in Man's Habit, with 4 Dark-Lanthorn, 
Beliza following 


Cleo, Ye gen ntler Powers who View our with Pay, 
| Lend your mpatlion | to the poor Os 8 7, 
oF Oh my Beliza ! was not thy Soul wounded. 
To, hear (hen now we pat by her Apartment) 
e The Lede Accepts of her loud Complainings ? 


64 The Ambitious Step. Mother. 

By Heaven my aching Heart bleeds for her Sufferings. 
_ 'Tis ſure ſhe feels the bittereſt Pangs of Woe ;. 

And were not all my Thoughts to you devoted, 

Her Grief would oo fink into my Soul. 

Why will you tempt alone ten thouſand Dangers ?* 

- Your Father's and the furious Queen's Reſentments? 

The cruel Guards, and all thofe fatal Accidents, 

Which in the Horror of this dreadful Night | f th 

Might ſhake the Reſolution of a Man ? | 

Cleo. Prithee no more; thou know'ſt I am reſoly'd, 8 
And all thy kind Advice -is urg'd in vain. 

Thy fond miſtaking Fears preſent the Danger 

More dreadful than it is: this Maſter- xey 

- Admits me thro* that Paſſage to the Temple, 

By which the Guards, who ſeiz'd*th' unha py Prince 

This Morning, enter'd; that of all the r 

Is only left unguarded, and from thence, 

Aſſiſted by the friendly Veil of Night, 

We may conduct him thro' my Father's Palace 

In ſafety to the Street; there undiſtinguiſh'd” 

Amongh the buſy difcontented: Crowd; 

That ſwarm in murmuring Heaps, he may retire ;. 

Nor ſhall my Father or the Queen e'er know. 


The 2. Fraud my Love was guilty of. An 
Bel. Yet ftill 1 9 * Ar 
Cleo. No more ! Retire and leaye me, P 

My 2 Heart ſiti lighter than it's wont, 2 

And ehearfully e good Succeſs. 5 

Biel. Where ſhall 1 wait you? | + 
Cleo, At my own Apartment; . L 
Bel. The mighty Gods prote& you» hn 
Cleo. Softly ! Retire. [ Exit Beliza. K 
What Noiſe was that?— The Creature of my Fears. 


In vain, fond Maid, wouldſt thou belye thy Sex, 
Thy Coward Soul confeſſes thee a Woman, 1 
A fooliſh; raſh, fond Woman. Where am I going? : 
To ſave my Godlike Hero ! Oh my Heart ! 
It pants and trembles; ſure tis Joy, not Fear: 

The Thought has given me Courage; I ſhall ſave him, 
That Darling of .my Eyes, What if I fail}. 


ww -* - 
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hen Death is in my reach, and ends my Sorrows. 
| [8hewing 4 Dagger. 
Thy doſt thou ſhake, my Hand; and fear to graſp 
This Inſtrument of Fate? If 1 ſucceed, | 
'et Artaxerxes Will not live for me; 
nd my Deſpair will want thy friendly Aid. 
Death ev'ry way ſhuts up my roomy ProſpeR. 
f then there be that Lethe and Elyſium 
U hich Prieſts and Poets tell, to that dark Stream 
y Soul, of Life impatient, ſhall make haſte. 
Dne healing Draught my Quiet ſhall reſtore, 
nd Love forgotten ne'er diſturb me more. ' 
| | Exit Cleone. 


v'd, 


SCENE m. 
A Night's Scene of the Temple of the Sun, 


Enter Artaxerxes and Memnon, 


Artax. Still *tis in vain ! This idle Rage is yain ! 
And yet, my ſwelling Paſſions will have way; 
And rend 1 labouring Breaſt till they find vent. 
Was it for this, ye cruel Gods, you made me 
Great ies one ſelves, and as a King, to be 
Your ſacred Image? Was it but for this? * 
To be cut down, and mangled by vile Hands, 
Like the falſe Object of miſtaken Worſhip ? 
Why rather was I not a peaſant Slave? 
za. bBred from my Birth a Drudge to your Creation, 
And to my deſtin'd Load inur'd betimes ? 
Mem. The Malice of our Fate were not compleat, 
Had we not been by juſt degrees, to Happineſs 
Rais'd, only to be plung'd the deeper down 
In an Abyſs of Woes. - Early Succeſs 
Met and attended all my youthful Wars; 
n, And when I ruſh'd amidſt the dreadful Battel, 
fte weaker Genii of our Afar Monarchs g 
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Shrunk from the Force of a ſuperior Fat 
O'er-match*d they fell, and by my Sword were ſwept 
Like common Beings from the glorious Field. 
Then was the Day of joyous Triumph, then 
My Soul was lifted high, ev'n to the Starz. | 
But now ! Wbet am I now ? O damn'd Reverſe 0 
. Fortune; | 
Now when my Age would be indulg'd in Eaſe, 
And joy in Pleaſure of my former Fame, 
Now-I am curs'd; held at a Villain's Mercy 
My Foes Deriſion, and the Scorn of Cowards,  _ 
- Artax. Oh! Torture, of, my Soul! damn'd racking 
e s CE 

Am not I too reſerv'd for ſervile Vaſſalage ? 
To be the Subject of a Boy's Command? 
A Boy by Nature ſet beneath wy, Sway ? 
And born to be my Slave! Shall he triumph, 
And bid me live or die? Shall he diſpoſe 

His beardleſs Viſage to a ſcornful Smile, 

And tell me that his Pleaſure is my Fate ? 


No! my diſdainful Soul ſhall ſtruggle out An 
And tart at once from its if onour'd Manſion. UH. 
* Oh | Royal Thought! Nor ſhall they keep back N At 
eatn, g 0 
Altho its common Means be not in reach. + 
Shell my old Soldier's Outſide rough and hardy, 1 
Scarr'd o'er with many an honourable Mark, Ir 
Be cag'd for publick Scorn ? Shall a Dog tell me, A 
Thus didſt thou once, and now thou art my Slave; 
My Foot ſhall ſpurn thee, tread upon thy Neck, 
And trample in the Duſt thy Silver Hairs ? 
Shall I not rather choak ? Hold in my Breath? E 
Or ſmear ſome Wall or Pillar with my Braios ? J 
Artax. Rage or ſome God ſhall fave us from Diſhonour. WW - 
But, O my Father! Can we take our flight, 


Tho to the Stars, and leave my Love behind? 
Where is ſhe now? Where is my Queen! my Bride! 
My Charmer ! my Ameſtris ! It, beliget | 
Aan, Speak not: of bert. 
Artax. Not ſpeak — N enn 
: " Meme 


a 
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Mem. Nor think of her if poſſible. 5 ARES T 
a+" Was ſhe not fnatch'd, torn from my helpleſs 
rms, 5... e ei eee * 

hilſt eyery God look d on and ſaw the Wrong, 

Heard her loud Cries, which vainly ſtrove to rouze 
heir ſlow unready Vengeance? Was ſhe not 

Forc'd from my. panting Boſom (yet I live!) 

Ev'n on our Bridle Day? Then, when our Flames 
ere kindly join'd, and made but one Deſire ; 

hen, when ſhe ſigh'd and gaz'd, and blufh'd and ſigh'd 

When eyery touch, when every Joy grew fiercer, 
\nd thoſe that were behind were more than mortal. 

To loſe her then! Oh! ; 7 T9087 

And yet you bid me think of her no more. 

Mem. 1 do; for the bare mention turns my Brain, 
And ev'n now I border upon Madneſs; n 
So dreadful is the very Apprehenſion 

Of what may be. . 
Artax. Can we make Thought go back? 
Will it not turn again, cleave tg our Breaſts, 
And urge remembrance till it ting us home? 
back Ha! Now the ghaſtly Scene is ſet before me; 
And as thou ſaid'ſt it runs me to Diſtraction: 
Behold her Beauties, form'd for Kings to ſerve, 
Held vile, and treated like an abject Slave! * 
Helpleſs amidſt her cruel Foes the ſtands, | 
Inſulcing Artemiſa mocks her Tears, 
1 And bids her call the Gods and me in vain. 
Te Mem. Would that were all. Tk 

Artax, Ha! Whither would'ſt thou drive me? 

Mem. Did you like me conſider that Dog Mirza, 
Early to Hell devoted, and the Furies, f 
Born, nurs'd, and bred a Villain, you would fear 


| ſwep! 


rſe 0 


2 The worſt Effects his Malice could expreſs 
On Vertue which he bates, when in his power. 
. * Artax. What is the worſt ? 


Mem: What my old faltring Tongue 
Tiembles to utter; goatiſh Luſt and Rape. 
Artax. Ha! Rape! If there are Gods, it is impoſſible. 


ems Mem, Oh! dreadful Image fora Father's Thought, : 
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To have his only Child, her Sex's Boaſt, / Cle 
The Joy of Sight, and Comfort of his Age, am 
Dragg'd by a villain Slave, his ruthleſs Hand Ar 


Wound in her Hair, to ſome remote dark Cell, | 

A Scene for Horror fit, there to be blotted 

By his foul Luft, till Appetite be gorg'd. 

Let me grow ſavage firſt, let this old Hand 

That oft has bleſs'd her, in her Blood be drench'd 

Let me behold her dead, dead at my foot, 

To ſpare a Father's greater Shame and Sorrow. 
Artax., A Father! What's a Father's Plague to mine; 

A Husband, and a Lover! If it can be, 

If there is ſuch a hoarded Curſe in ftore, 

Transfix me now, ye Gods, now let your Thunder 

Fall on my Head, and ſtrike me to the Centre, 

Leſt if 1 ſhould ſurvive my ruin'd Honour 

And injur'd Love, 1 ſhould ev'n curſe your Godheads, 

Run banning and blaſpheming thro? the World, 


And with my Execrations fright your Worſhippers 
From kneeling at your Altars. 


Enter Cleone with a dark Lanthorn and Key, 


Cleo. This way the echoing Accents ſeem to come: 
Sure tis the wretched Prince! Oh can you hear him, 
And yet refuſe to lend your Aid, ye Gods? 

Artax. This Gloom of horrid Night ſuits well my Soul, 
Love, Sorrow, conſcious Worth, and Indignation, 
Stir mad Confuſion in my lab'ring Breaſt, 
And I am all o'er Chaos. 

Cleo. Is this, alas! 
The State of Artaxerxes, Perſia's Heir? 
Not one poor Lamp to cheer the diſmal Shade 
Of this huge holy Dungeon; Slaves, Murderers, 
Villains that Croſſes wait for, are not us'd thus: 
1 ſhew my ſelf : 


[She turns the Light, and comes towards Artax. 


| (and Mem. 
Mem, Ha! whence this Gleam of Light? 

Artax. Fate is at hand, let's haſte to bid it welcome, - 

t 


ads, 
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t brings an end of Wretchedneſs, CERES 5 
Cleo. Speak lo 3 

am a Friend: loſe live Prince Artaxerxes. | 


Artax. What Wretch art thou that hail'ſt me with a 
Curſe ? 


ome from that Cloud that muffles up thy Face, 
and if thou haſt a Dagger, ſhew it boldly: 
Ve wiſh to die. 
Cleo. Think better of my Errand, Fe 
bring you Bleſſings, Liberty and Life, 
and come the Miniſter of happier Fate: 
[Turns the Light on her ſelf. 
ow down my Blood ! down to my trembling Heart, 
or Sparkle in my Viſage to betray me, (Aide. 
Artax. Ha! as I live, a Boy! a bluſhing Boy! 
Thou wer't not form'd ſure for a Murderer's Office , 
Break then, and tell me what and whence thou art. 
Cleo, Oh! ſeek not to unveil a trivial Secret, 
/hich known imports you not. I am a Youth 
\bandon'd to Misfortunes from my Birth, 
And never knew one Cauſe to joy in Life, 
But this that puts it in my power to ſave 
Prince like Artaxerxes. Ask no more, 
But follow thro' the Mazes that I tread, 
ntil you find your ſafety. 
Artax, Thus forbidding 
hou giv'ſt me cauſe 3 wad 2 Are then the Guards, 
hat when the Day went down, with ſtricteſt Watch 
Obſerv'd the Temple-Gates, remov'd or fled ? 
Cleo. They are not, but with numbers reinforc'd 
Keep every Paſſage 3 only one remains 
bro* Mirza's Palace, open to your Flight. 
Mem. Ha! Mirza! there's Damnation in his Name, 
Ruin, Deceit, and Treachery attend it; 
n Life, can Liberty, or Safety come 
From him ? or ought that has an Int'reſt in him ? 
Rather, ſuſpect this feigning woy his Inſtrument, 
o plunge us deeper yet, if poſſible, 
n miſery z perhaps ſome happy Accident, 
As yet to us unknown, preſeryes us from 
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The utmoſt Malice of his Hate, while here, * 
T his ſets his wicked Wit at work to raw us 
Forth from this holy Place; much better be 
The Pris ners of the Gods, than wear bis'Fetters, - 
Cleo. Unfortunate Suſpicion ! What ſhall I ay 
To urge em to be ſafe, and yet preſerve. 
My wretched ſelf unknown: 
Artax. Surely that Face 
Was not deſign'd to bide diſſembled Malice: 
Say, Youth, art thou of Mirxa's Houſe, (as ſure thou muſt, 
If thou pretend'ſt to lead us that way forth) 
And canſt thou be a Friend of Artaxerxes! | 25 
Whom that fell Dog, that Miniſter of Devils, ö 
With moſt opprobrious Injuries has loaded. | 
Cleo. Tho Lam his, yet ſure I never ſhar'd -- 
His Hate; ſhall I confefs and own my Shame? 
Oh Heavens bog 
Mem. Mark th" unready reger ſtamierbz 
Half-bred and of the mun traln of Miſchief, 
He has not Art enough to hide the Cheat, 
His deep. def igning Lord had better plotted. 
Away! thinks he ſo poorly of our Wit, 
To gull us with a Novice? If our Fate | 
Has giv'n us up, and mark'd us for Deſtruction, 
Tell him, we are reſolv'd to meet it here, . | 
Cleo. Yet hear me, Prince, ſince you ſuſpect me ſent 
By dana, to enſnare you, know I ſerv e:; 
Oh Gods! to What am 1 ane (Hite) ——bis 
Daughter: 
Some God compaſſionate of your Woes tas Airi'd | 
A Woman's Pity in her ſofter Breaſt ; dv 
And *tis for her I come to give you Liberty. c 
I beg you to believe me. Obs ways. 
Artax, See, he weeps | 
Mem, The waiting Ted Rood ready for C 
And now they flow to varniſhthe falſe Tale. 
* His Davugheet, la I thou? 1 have ſeen che 
aid, 
Doſt thou ſerve ber ! And could ſhe ſen the „et i 
Ty an unlikely Riddle. 5 


— 
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Mem« Perhaps tis meant, 
That ſhe wůio ſhares his iſonous Blood, ſhall ſhare *© 
The Pleaſure of his Vengeance, and i inure 
The Woman's Hands and Eyes to Death and Miſchief 
But thou her Inſtrument, be gone and ſay, 
The Pate of Princes is not Sport for Girls, 
Cleo. Some envious Power blaſts my pious Purpoſe, 
And nought but Death remains; O that by that 
I might perſuade him to believe and truſt mei lt | 
ſt, And fly that Fate which with the Morning waits him. - 1 


| n my Tord. to find our hard Suſſ ieion 
Debars me from preſerving we dear Life, IN 
(Which not Jour own Ameſtris wiſhes more) 
To-morrow's Dawn (Oh! let me yet prevail) 
The cruel ueen reſolves ſhall be your laſt. ITE 
le. oh fly! Let me conjire you, fave your ſelf. .. _ + | |» 
May that moſt awful God that here, is worſhipp'd, , uta 


£3435 


Make me the wretched'ſt thin he ſees * livi 
And after Death'the loweſt of a as. 
If I have any thought but for your rel 
Artax, No, I have found the Malice of th ty M Miſtreſs, 
Since I refus'd her Love when ſhe was proffe 1 
By her ambitiou Father for my brides. | 1 
nt And on a worthier Choice beſtow'd my Heart, 
| * un TO, on me fot Lighted, Parts 
you do her moſt Wh wrong, 2 
She 9250 the ee d of the fair Ameſtris,, „ 
Nor ever dutſt imagine ſhe deſerv d you. A 
Oh! ſpare that Thoupht, nor blot her Virgin $ Fame, 
Inſilence ſtill ſhe wonder'd at your Ve rtues, - 
ds, Bleſs'd you, not at her own Fate l 1 Ap 
Sh This wounds her moſt, that you ſuſpect unkindlʒ 
d, Th' officious Piet that would have 15 ay'd you. 
44) Careleſs of an Fan ended Father“ $ | Rafe, r 
þ. For you alon 3 ſhe c 1058 me guide .. VA 
| When Midni Sleep hat clos'd ſerving Eyes, 
| Safe thro” her Father's with this Ke 
4 Andif I met with any that durſt bar 
2 | Your 
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Your Paſſage forth, ſhe bid me greet him thus 

| [ Stabs her ſelf 

Artax. (catching her as ſhe falls) What haſt thou 

done, raſh Boy? Wet un 

Cleo. Giv'n you the laſt, | | < 

And only Proof remain'd, that could convince you 

I held your Life much dearer than my own. 


Mem. Horrid Amazement chills q very Veins ! M 
Cleo. Let me conjure you with my lateſt Breath, | 
Make haſte to ſeize the Means that may preſerve you; MWlhil-f; 
This Key amidſt the Tumult of this Night [Giving the WlFror 
Will open you way a thro' Mirza's Palace, Key. g 
May every God aſſiſt and guard your Flight: Vit! 
And, Oh ! when all your Hopes of Love and Glory Nov 
Are crown'd with juſt Succeſs, will you be good, A 
And think with Pity on the loſt Cleone. trik 


Artax. Ten thouſand diſmal Fancies crowd my Thoughts: {Wha 


Oh ! is it poſſible thou canſt be ſhe, The 
Thou unhappy Fatr-one ? nut 

Cleo. Spare my Shame, Atte 
Nor call the Blood, that flows to give me Peace, Still 
Back to my dying Cheeks. Can you forget | On 
Who was my Father ? And remember only Cy 
How much I wiſh'd I had deſery'd your Friendſhip ? Ex 
Nay, let my Tongue grow bold, and ſay, your Love; An 
But twas not in my Fate. . Til 

Artax. What ſhall 1 fay, Sh; 


To witneſs how my grateful Heart is touch'd ? 
But, Oh! why would'ſt thou give this fatal Inſtance ? 
Why haſt thou ſtain'd me with thy Virgin Blood: 
I ſwear, ſweet Saint, for thee I could forgive 
The Malice of thy Father, tho he ſecks | 
My Life and Crown ; thy Goodneſs might atone 
Ey'n for a Nation's Sins; look up and live, 
And thou ſhalt ſtill be near me as my Heart. 

Cleo. Oh charming Sounds ! that gently lull my Soul 
To everlaſting Reſt; I ſwear tis more, 
More Joy to die thus bleſs'd than to have liv'd 
A Monarch's Bride; may every Bleſſing wait you 


In War and Peace, till may you be the greateſt, 
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he Favourite of the Gods, and Joy of Men 
faint! Oh! let me lean upon your Arm > 
N on ee 
Areax. Hold up the Light, my Father; Ha "the 
' Swoons! 
The Iron-hand of Death is on her Beauties, 
nd ſee, like Lillies nipp'd with Froſt, they languiſh. 
Mem. My tough old Soldier's Heart melts at the Sight, 
und an unwonted Pity moves my Breaſt. | 
Ill. fated Maid, too good for that damn'd Race, 
From which thou drew'ſt thy Being! Sure the Gods, 
ngry eder while, will be at length appeas'd d 
Vith this egregious Victim: let us tempt em 
Now while they ſeem to ſmile, 
Artax. A Beam of Hope, LE Cond : 
trikes thro' my Soul, like the ficſt infant Lighe 
ts: ¶rhat glanc'd upon the Chaos; if we reach 
The open City, Fate may be ours again: 
But Oh! whate'er Succeſs or Happineſs 
Attend my Life, till fair unhappy Maid, ns. oa 
Still ſhall thy Memory be my Grief and Honour. 
On one fix'd Day in each returning Lear, 
Cypreſs and Myrtle for thy Sake I'll wear, 
Ev'n my Ameſtris thy hard Fate ſhall mourn, 
; And with freſh Roſes crown thy Virgin Urn, 
Till, in Elyſium bleſs'd, thy gentle * 
Shall own my Vows of Sorrow juſtly paid. [Exeuttt 
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SCENE I. Mirza's Palace. Wor 


Enter Mirza, Magas, and Attendants with Lights. 
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Mirx. P HO! You ober- rate the Danger. 
„ Wa om Tones tt 

We err in the Extremes, ſince you eſteem it 
As much too lightly ; think you then 'tis nothi nd 
This horrid Jar of Tumult and Confuſion } | We! 
Heads white with Years, and vers'd in long Experience, 
Who yet remember all the different Changes 
A rolling Age produces, cannot cal! " ” 
To min one Inftance'dreadful as this Night. 
Infernal Diſcord, hiqeous to behold, 3 
Hangs like its evil Genius o'er the City, 
And ſends a Snake to every vulgar-Breaſt, 
From ſeyeral Quarters the mad Rabble ſwarm, 
Arm'd with the Inftruments of haſty Rage, 
And in confus'd diſorderly Array 
Moſt formidable march : their differing Clamours, 
Together join'd, compoſe the deafning Sound, 
Arm! Arm! * wh Religion is no more, 
Our Gods are lighted, whom if we revenge 
War, Peſtilence, and Famine will enſue, 
And univerſal Ruin ſwallows all. 

Mirz. A Crew of mean unthinking heartleſs Slaves, 
With eaſe ftirr'd up to Mutiny, and quell'd 
With the ſame eaſe, with like Expreſſions ſhew 
Their Joy or Anger, both are Noiſe and Tumult, 
Add ftill, when Holidays make Labour ceaſe, 
They meet and ſhout : do theſe deſerye our Fears ? 


May: 
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Mag. Moſt certainly they may ; if we conſider < 
ach Circumſtance of Peril that concurs; 
granes, With the reſt that *ſcap'd the Temple, 
re mix'd amongſt this Herd, and urge the Wr 
hich with the Gods their Prince and Memon fa 5 
Mirx. Nor need we fear ey'n that, ſafe in the Aid 
nd Number of our Friends, who treble theirs: 
or this mad Rout that hum and ſwarm * 

7 


1 


or want of ſomewhat to employ their Fo 
dulge 'em in their Fancy for Religion, 
hou and thy holy Brotherhood of Prieſts, 
hall in Proceſſion bear the ſacred Fire, 
nd all our golden Gods; let their Friends judge 
ſtill they look not kindly as of old: | 
is a moſt apt Amuſement for a Crowd, 
hey'll gaze, and gather round the gaudy Shew, 
und quite forget the Thoughts of Mutiny. 
\ Guard ſhall wait you. ; | 
nce, By Mag. Why go not you too with us? 
1 hey hold your Wiſdom in moſt high — 
„ad will be greatly ſway'd by your Perſuaſion, 
h' occaſion is well worth, your Care and Preſence. 
Mirz. O! you'll not need my Aid: Beſides, my Friend, 
y Hours this Night are deſtin'd to a Task | 
Df more im than are the Fates of Millions 
uch grovelling Souls as theirs. As yet the Secret 
s immature, nor worth your preſent Knowledge: 
o- morrow that and all my Breaſt is yours. 
muſt not, dare not truſt him with my Weakneſs, 
will mark, me for his Scorn; tis yet ſome Wiſdom, 
f we muſt needs be Fools, to hide our Folly. ¶ Aſide. 
Mag. He means the Pris'ners death, let him 2 


AM 


The People's hate, monopolize Damnation, 
will be ſafely ignorant of Miſchief. 
ereafter, when your Wiſdom ſhall think fit | 
ro ſhare thoſe Thoughts, and truſt em with your Friend, 
ſhall be pleas'd to know ; this inſtant our, 
y Cares are all employ'd on my own Province, 
Which haſtes __ 21; 2 Fe RN 
Mirx. May all your aſſiſt 
bk alt D 2 y 8b EN E 
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(SCENE U N 
| tw dprrmen in ai Palace. * 
Enter aeg. ＋ : 


Aue. vin — vow ye ever gracious Gods J wi 


Since ſure you do not joy in our Misfortunes, 


But only try the Stren th of our frail Vertue. | An 
Are not my Sorrows full? Can ought be added ? W 
My Royal Lord, and Father ! 10 92 Names Fo! 
In which my all of Happineſs was ſumm'd, ' Su 
What have the Miniſters of Fate done with you? * 
Are you not dead ? Too ſure! That's paſt a doube; He 
O Memnon / Oh my Prince? ; Nh Oh 0) 
Husband ! | Th 
x 3 Lo 
Enter Mirza, Nth rg ru, An 
Nc 
h 
1 Mirz.. Sock Juno was cept alone thole Tears — 
When, upon 1da's Top, 1 charm'd the God, 5 — 
That long had been a Stranger to her Bed; 8 
Made him forget the Buſineſs of the World, 01 
And lay aſide his Providence, employ 
The whole Divinity upon her Beaut be M 
And fure 'twas worth. the while, bad been Jo T 
So had I too been pleas d to be deceiy'd 
Into immortal Joys, Oh ceaſe thy Tears! A 


|  Ameſ. Give em me back, or if the Flop DI A 

Reſtore to none, Oh join my Fate to theirs , 

Shut us together in ſome ſilent Vault, 

Where 1 may fit and weep till, Death's kind Hand 

Shall lay me gently by my Lord's dear fide, 

And huſh my Sorrows in 4 Slumber, . N 
Mir ts In pity to your Form a e thoſe T. 

Sorrow is heh, 's Baue; nor 7 Breaſt 2 5 


ure a Fear : I wage not wn. 


F -7 
0 


ut wiſh you would efface thoſe ugly Thoughts, 
Chat live in your Remembrance to perplex you; 
et Joy, the Native of yourSoul, return. 
And Love's Bay God fit ſmiling in your Eyes, 
As erſt he did+; 1 wiſh you wondrous well, 
and would ſo fully recompenſe the Loſs 
ou fondly mourn, 'that when you count the Gains, 
our ſelf ſhould own your Fortunes are well chang'd. 
Ameſ. Oh impious Comforter ! talk'ſt thou of Joy, 
When Nature diQates only Death and Horror, 
Is there a God can break the Laws of Fate? 
And give me back the precious Lives Pye loft ? 
What nam'ſt thou Recompence ? Can' ought atone 
For Blood } A Father's and a Husband's Blood ? 
| Such Comfort brings the hungry midnight Wolf, 
When having ſlain che Shepherd, fmear'd with Gore, 
He leaps amidft the helpleſs bleating Flock, 
Mirz. Away with this Perverſenefs of thy Sex, 
Theſe fooliſh Tears, theſe peeviſh Sighs and Sobbings ! 
Look up, be gay, and chear me with thy Beauties, 
And, to thy wiſh 1 will indulge thy Fancy, © © 
| Not all the imagin'd Splendor of the Gods, 
Shall match thy Pomp,” ſublimely ſhalt thou ſhine, * 
) Wl The Boaſt and Glory of our Aan World: 
Nor ſhall one She of all thy towring Ser 
Out-rival thee (thou lovely Fair) in Power 
Oh think on Power, on Power and Place ſupreme, 
Ameſ. There is but one, one only thing to think on, 
My murder'd Lord, and his dark gaping Grave, 
That waits unclos'd impatient of my coming 
b Mirz, Oh-liften, gentle Maid, while 1 impart 
Te A Story of ſuch ſoftneſs to thy Ear, ONE 
As (like the Halcyon brooding o'er the Waves) 
May wich its Influence huſh thy ſtormy Griefs. 
1 8 
In K Breaſt ; Oh leave me to my ſelf, 
5 Nor by thy Prefence, hideous to my Soul, 
* And horrid Conſolations, ftrive to add TROP. 
4 | D 3 „ 
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To my full Woes, that ſwell'd without thy help, Obl 
Already riſe and bubble o'er the Margin. | Finc 


Mirz, What it 1 talk'd of Love? 
Ameſ. Of Love! Oh Monſter! | | 
Mirz. If Love be monſtrous, ſo is this fair Frame, Rea 
This beauteous World, this Canopy, the Sky; Rey 
That ſparkling ſhines with Gems of Light innumerabl: 
And fo art thou and I, fince Love made all; 


Who kindly reconcil'd the jarring Atoms Ane 
In friendly League, and bid em be a World. Sha 
Frame not thy lovely Mouth then to þlaſpheme To 
Thy great Creator, thou art his, and made for Gh 
His more peculiar Service; thy bright Eyes, My 
Thy moiſt red Lip, thy riſing ſnowy Boſom, Im 
Thy every Part was made to furniſh Joy, | I y 
Ev'n to-a riotous Exceſs of Happineſs : To 
Oh give me but to taſte thy bliſsful Charms, 
And take my Wealth, my Honour, Power, take all, M: 
All, all for Recompence, | Ar 
Ameſ, Execrable Wretch ! Ar 


Thus ! Is it thus thou wouldſt aſſuage my Sorrows ? 
When thy inhuman bloody Cruelty, +3 od te +! 
Now with redoubling Pangs cleaves my poor Heart, 
Com'ſt thou beſpotted with the recent Slaughter 
To proffer impious Love? Accurſed Fiend ! 
Horror and Grief ſhall turn me to a Fury ;. ; | 
Still with my echoing Cries I will purſue thee, 
halloo Vengeance in thy guilty Earsss 

engeance for Murder! for my Prince's Murder ! , 
And for my poor old Father! Think not Villain, 
Who art the Plague and Scourge of human Kind, 
That there is Peace for thee, whilſt I run mad 
With raging Sorrow; Vengeance, Vengeance waits thee, 
Great as my Woes ! ——Myͥy dear! dear! Artaxerxes / 
Mirx. I am not lucky at the gloſſing Art | 
Of catching Girls with Words, but 'tis no matter, 
Force is a ſure Reſort,; and when at laſt N bal. 
Fierce as a towring Falcon from her Height, 
I ſtoop to ſtrike 12 Prey, N is my own. , [Afode. 
r ä Obſtinate 
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The Ambitious Step-Mother.. 79 
Obſtinate Fool, how dar'ſt thou croſs my 8 * 
Since the ſame Hand that has aveng'd me well K 
don my other Foes commands thy Fate; 
o Mercy in Compaſſion of thy Beauty 
Reach out 5 Hand to ſave thes, yet if urg'd, 
Revenge may till take place: think well on that. 
Ameſ. That, that is all the Mercy which I ask, 
Indulge thy thirſty Malice in my Blood, 
And haſten me to Peace. My Woman' s Heart 
Shall gather all its little Stock of Courage 
To arm me for the Blow. Tho Death be terrible, 
Ghaſtly and pale, yet I will joy to meet him; 
My better Life already is deſtroy'd, - 
Imperfect now, and wanting half my ſelf, _ 
I wander here in yain, and want thy Hand 
To guide and re-unite me to my Lord. 
Mirz. Alas! thou haſt not read 5 thy Deſtiny, 
Matter of much import requires thy Li 
And till detains thee here: Come, 1'll altrud thee, 
And put thee in the way of Fate's Dogs. 


r bold. on — 
Ameſ. Unhand me, Villain! 
Mirx. Nay, you muſt not ſtruggle, 
Nor frown, and look askew ; fantaſtick Ser! ? 
That put Men on the Drudgery! to faves nc , vill 
To your own Satisfaction. lt f 
Ameſ. Let me go, 
Abhorr'd deteſted Monſter! * * brave you, 
You awful Gods? Shall not your Lightning blaſt him 2: 
Mirz. Oh no! Tour Gods have Pleaſires of their 
own, . 
Some mortal Beauty charms the wanton Jove, 
Within whoſe Arms he revels, nor has leiſure 
To mind thy fooliſh Screaming. 
Ameſ. Hear me now, ſweet Heaven! 
Save me, ye Gods! Oh fave me! fave me! ave m me! 
Mirx. Coun, co along! you ſee you ſtrive in vain, 
Ptrivinę with ber, " 
Aneſ. Is there no hope of ys from Gods or Men 0 


do The Ambitious Step-Mother. 
Oh let me turn to thee then, kneel to thee, 
And with my Pray'rs and Tears implore thy Pity. 
Mirz, Speak, for Enchantment dwells upon thy 
Tongue, op + * Sp 
And all the fluttering Spirits in my Blood 
Dance nimbly on to the celeſtial Sound. | 
Ameſ, What ſhall 1 ſay to move him to Compaſſion } 
Thus groveling, proſtrate thus upon the Earth, 
Let me conjure you, ſpare my Virgin-Honour, R 
Spare to commit a wrong to you unprofitable, 
Yet worſe to me than Torments, Racks, and Death: 
Kill me, the laſt of my unhappy Race, | 10 
And let old Memnon's Name with me be loſt. 
If Death be not enough, let me live wretched, 
Pull off theſe Robes, and clothe me like a Slave, 
Then ſend me out to-labour at fome Village, 
Where I may groan beneath a cruel Maſter, 
Be hardly us'd, and want ev'n Food and Ratment 
Till Cold, and Dirt, and Poyerty ſhall change, 
And make, me loathfome as my fellow Wretches. 
Oh! Let my Rags claim only this one Privilege, 
To wrap me in the Grave a ſpotleſs Maid. 
Mirz. That Tongue which pleads makes all Intreating 
vain, - 
Thy every Motion, each complaining Accent 
Warms me afreſh, and urges new Deſire; 
Thou art, thou muſt be mine, nor Heaven, nor Earth, 
Nor the conſpiring Power of Hell ſhall ſave thee; 
T'long toloſe my Age in thy Embraces, 88 
To bask and wanton in thy warmer Sun, 
Till a new Youth ſhoot thro' me. {8 
Ameſ. Chaſt Diana 
And thou the Guardian of the Marriage-Bed, - 
0 Getting loo ſa from him. 
Thou Royal Juno, Oh protect thy Votary. 
Miræ. My jaded Age and weak enervate Limbs 
Falter and ſhrink unequal to their Office. 
J prithee yield, come, yield, and be a Queen! _ 
| » _ [Laying hold on her again. 
Yield, 
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| Yield, and be any thing! I cannot bear 

Theſe fierce convullive Starts, this raging Flame 
That drinks my Blood. | 

Ameſ. Oh never, never, never? | | 
A Cauſe like this will turn me to a r 
f To my laſt Gaſpy to Death I will refiſt. 5 
5 Mirz. My coward Strength, doſt thou go back from 
Beauty ? 21 eng 
Rouze, — deſerve the Pleaſure thou wouldf taſte. 
Ameſ. Unmanly Traitor: ſeize him all ye Fiends. 


tn the Strogl foe dren bis own lud, and fas . 
Mirza falling.) Damnation: Oh my Heart! the curſed 


Steel 
Has ſtruck me to the Earth. 
Ame ſ. There ſink for ever! 2 
Nor riſe again to plague the wretched World. * 
Mirz, My heated Blood ebbs out, and now too late 
= cooler Reaſon bids me curſe my Folly; , 
Oh Idiot, Idiot! to be caught ſo poorly; 
Where are thy fine Arts now? Unravel'd all, 
'S Mangl'd and cut to pieces by a Girl! | 
Oh Shame of Wiſdom! When Revenge was ſure; 
And Fate was in my Graſp, to loſe it all, 
h Neglect the noble Game, run out my Years, 
' On the purſuit of Joys 1 could not talktezy © * 
My Memory mult be the Jeſt of Boys. e 
Ameſ. My boaſted Courage ſinks at ſight of Blood, / 
| | Letting fall the Poniard. 
Tho juſtly ſhed, and I grow ſtiff with 3 ook 
[Mirza attempting to riſe, falls again. 
Mirz, It wont be! Life guſhes out amain, ' | 
And 1 ſhall die without Revenge or Aid; | 
What Noiſe is that? without there, Help? * 
. [Trampling without, 


* 


Ameſ. Oh Heavens! 
What will become of me ? 


D 3 Enter 


* 2 , 
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Orch, My ak Where are you! 
. and, on the Ground | What wiecl lee. 
ent Fr 
Then Fate reſolves to make this N igt ae e 
Such as go png be Horrors ne'er ſhall match. 
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Mirz., O am fall'n vilely, C 
d this Jaft '- ind ie "ie will fly all, f e .- 3 I: 
The Wiſdom and Renown of what is paſt. 235 2 
Methoug ht thou talk'dſt af Horrors, {peak dem boldly, . S 
_ ore 15 ought can add to this Confuſion. þ 
e. my Lord, and ſummon all your Wiſ- : 
Your — Conſtancy of Soul to hear. - \ 
Mirz. No more! I cannot wait thy Preparation, 1 
2 the ill Fortune take me as it finds me. i 
Orch. Then hear it thus; your Denne $, dead , 
Mirz. My Daughter! f 


Thy Words have met with an voguarded side, 
And pierce. ev'n thro* my Soul. Say, How? Where 
Tell me 

Orch, As with a Guard I kept the Temple- Gates, 

I heard old Memnon and the Pris'ner Prince 

Loud as the roaring Ocean in a Storm, 

Echoing their Rage thro? the vaſt ſounding, Dome; 

When on a ſudden, ere the Night had gain'd 

Four Hours at moſt, the Noiſe was huſh'd in Silence, 

Wond'ing, and curious of the Cauſe, I enter'd, 

And 00s o Oh Grief to Sight! your lovely Daughter 

Dreſs'd like a Boy, then warm, and newly dead, 

One Wound was on her Breaſt, Why ſhe was there, 

Or how we know not; to complet the Ill, 5 

The Pris'ners both are fled. 

Mirz. Fled ! tis impoſſible, N 
Ha! which way ? Whither ? how? they could not fly! 
_ On wondrous Turn of Joy ! Are they not dead 

then 


or = _— 4 4 ©» Mm 


Orc h, 
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Orch. N could not Keape the Guards; 2. no 
Paſta 

Remain'd but yours, and ey'n that was faſt; 

Upon the inſtant 1 beſet each Avenue 

Which to your Palace leads; bappily as Fer 

They are not paſs'd from thence, ' 

Ameſ. Guard 'em ye Gods!. 

Mirz. Find em again, Orchangs, e ere 1 CRY | 
Or I am more than « double damn 's; ES... 
Is worſe than mine, worſe than my Daughter's deat, 
'Tis death A a Malicious Fortune 
She took'the Moment when my Wiſdom nodded, . 
And'ruin'd me'at once. O doating Fool! 

Thou Fool of Love, and of pernicious Woman ! 
I ſicken ; Nature fails me: Gh Revenge! 
Will not thy Cordial keep back flying Life ? 
It ſhall! Orchanes drag that Trait'reſs to me. 
* Ameſ. Oh if thou art a Man, I charge thee looſe me, 
al And ſcorn his bidding, ſcorn to be his Slave, 
A Devil's Drudge in Miſchief, Save me from Death, 
Have pity on my Youth, Oh ſpare my Youth! * 


Orchanes pulls Ameſtris down to Mirza, 


+] +4 >< 


Mirz, Hearken not to her; ; drag her, pull her com! 
Shall Aemnon boaſt of thee, while I die Childleſs ? 
No, to Cleone's, Ghoſt thou art a Victim. 

Oh could 1 but have ſeen thee with thoſe Eyes 

I view thee now, 1 had been wiſe and ſafe; 

That Face ſhall make no more Fools in this World, 
Down! bear thy fatal Beauties down to Hell, 

And try if thou canſt charm amongſt the Dead. f 
Die Witch! Enchantreſs die! [ He flabs her, 

Ameſ. Ab! Mercy Heavens! 

Mirz. I thank thee, Hand, at leaſt fog this laſt Service. 
Now fly Orchanes, haſte and tell the | Queen, | 
My lateſt Breath ſtays for her——Something I would , 

| [Exit Orchanes. 
Important to her Service=——— breathe hort, fa 
e 
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Lite ſtays in pain, and ſtruggles to be gone, 2 2 
I ſtrive in vain to hold it- Ha! what mean ad 
Theſe fleeting Shades that dance before m Sight? 
'Tis Death, I feel it plain; the dreadful C ange | 
That Nature ſtarts at. Death! ——Death ! — What 

is Death ? | $4 
Tis a yaſt Diſquiſition, Prieſts and Scholars 
Enquire whole Ages, and are yet in doubt, SOM 4 
My Head turns round! —1 cannot form one Thought 4 
That pleaſes me about it. Dying — muſt reſolve me. 4 

Ame / Oh my hard Fortune! Muſt I die J die now ? Oh 
When Artaxerxes calls and bids me live. 
His dear lov'd Image ſtays my parting Soul, | 
And makes it linger in its ruin'd Houſe, Hz 
Ha! ſure he's dead !——"tis ſo, and now he ſtands 

[Looking on Mirza. M. 
Arraign'd before the dread impartial Judges, 8 Its 
To anſwer to a long Account of Crimes O 
Had 1 but ſtrengb, perhaps my Fate may yet [Riſing, M 
Find out a way to ſave me. | 
My Love and Father make Life worth my Care, 


Alas! My Blood flows faſt; this way I think. V 
rd | * [Goes off faintly. 
Enter at the other ſide Artaxerxes and Memnon, with 

a Sword and Dark-Lanthorn, | 

| pv 


oy Ha ! here are Lights, hold up thy Weapon, 

on, ; | 
Artax. And ſee Blood, and a Body on the Floor: 

Phot pots this Scene of Death ? What Wretch art 

thou ? - | 

Oh all ye juſter Powers! 'tis Mirza, ſee, 

He ſeems now dead. 

| Mem, Damnation then is now to him, 

And if there be one deeper Pit of Sepulchre, 

One Plague above the reſt in thoſe dark Regions, 

: 7 | He 


woe, 


be Ambitions Hep. Mother. 85. 


ad vie for Preference with Devib themſelves, 
| Re-enter Ameſtris. Ne nat: d 
Ame. The Doors are guarded, Fate has clos d ms 


Artax. Ha! art thou my Ameſtris ! 3 

Mem. Oh my Daughter?! [They run 10 her. 

Ameſ. Are ye then come at laſt to bleſs my Eyes, 
Which could not cloſe without one parting View? 
Oh hold me, or I fink! P 

Mem, Alas! my Child fag 

Artax. My cruel Fair, why art thou pale and faint; 
Ha, whence this Blood? Oh killing Spectacle! 

Ameſ. Forth from my Heart the crimſon River flows, 
My laviſh Heart that haſtily conſumes 164 
Its ſmall Remain of Life: Oh lay me gently 
On my laſt Bed the Earth, whoſe cold hard Boſom 
Muſt ſhortly be the Place of my long Reſt. 

Mem. What have we done? or, Oh! if we have 

ſinn'd, I | 
What has thy Innocence done to merit this ! 

Ameſ. That Villain Mira 

Mem. Ha! Say, what of him? 

Aneſ. Offer'd moſt brutal Outrage to my Honour. 

Artax. Oh ye eternal Rulers of the World. 5 
Could you look on unmov'd ? But ſay, inftrut me, 
That I might bow before the God that ſav'd thee. 

Amef. 8 'twas ſome chaſter Power that made me 

bold, | 
And taught my trembling Hand to find thegya 
With —— 2 57 the Villain's Heart, p s 

Mem. Thou art my Daughter ſtill! Oh noble Action! 
That gives in Death an interval of Joy. | | : 

Ameſ. Juſt in that Hour of Fate a Villain enter'd, 
By whoſe Aſſiſtance the revengeful Mirza 
Forc'd me to ſhare Death with him, 

. driax. Tis paſt, tis paſt [Lying _ 


86 The Ambitious StepeMother. 
And all thoſe Fires that lighted up my Soul, 


Glory and bright Ambition languiſh now, 
d leave me dark and gloomy as the Grave. 
h thou ſoft dying Sweezneſs! ——Shall I rage 
And curſe my ſelf? Curſe ev'n the Gods? Oh no; 
I am the Slave of Fate, and bow beneath _ - 
oad that preſſes me; am ſunk to Earth, 
And ne'er -3 riſe again: here will I ſit. 
/ as 
W. Alas! my Lord e b ee 
Fain would I ſtrive to bid you not be ad, 
Fain would 1 chear your Grief, but tis in vain: . 
I know by my own Heart it is impoſſible ; 
For we have loy'd too well. Oh mournful Nuptials,! 
Are theſe the Joys of Brides? Indeed 'tis hard, 
'Tis very hard to part; I cannot leave you, | 
The agonizing Thought diſtracts me; hold me, 
Oh hold me ad, Death ſhall' not tear me from you. 
Artax. Oh could my Arms fence thee from Deſtiny, 
The Gods might launch their Thunder on my Head, 
Plague me with Woes treble to what I feel: 
With Joy I would endure it all to fave thee. 
What ſhall 1 ay ? What ſhall I do to faye thee ? 
Grief ſhakes my Frame, it melts my very Temper; 
My manly Conſtancy and Royal Courage 
Run guſhing thro' my byes | Oh my Ameſtris ! 
Ameſ. And ſee my Father! his white Beard is wet 
With the fad Dep. Mer” 
Mem. I try'd to man my Heart, 
But could not ſtand the Buffet of this Tempeſt, 
It tears me up My Child! Ha! art thou dying? 
Ameſ. Indeed I am very ſick, Oh hold me up! 
My Pain inerkaſes, and a cold damp Dew s 
Hangs on my Face. Is there no Help? no Eaſe? 
Have I your Arm, my Love? g Eo NES 
Artax. Thou haſt my Heart. „„ 
Doft thou yet hold? 125 * 
Ameſ Say, will you not forget me, | 
When 1 am laid to moulder in the Tomb ? 
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'Tis ſure you will not, ſtill there will ia 


For my Remembrance in your noble Heat; Ju 10 
1 know, you loy'd me truly ! Now ! I faint! tf 1 
Oh ſhield me, ſhield me from that ugly Fantom, 


The Cave of Death! how dark and deep it is! nde 
I tremble at the Sight. tis hideous Horror. 

The Gloom grows oer me Let me not lie there. 

eee 74 

Artax. There Life gave way, atid the laſt roſy Breath 
Went in that Sigh. Death, like a brutal Victor T at p 


* 


Already enter'd, with rude hafte defce sse 
The lovely Frame he as maſter'd ; ſee how ſoon ,.- 
Theſe ſtarty Eyes have loſt their Light and Luſtre?: 
Stay, let me cloſe their Lids, Now for the reſt ; 
Old Memnon ! Ha! Grief has transfix'd his Brain, 

And he perceives me not Now what of thee ? 
r_ thou to live, thou Wretch } Think not of any 
th , l > N D 9 
Thougbe i Damnation, 'tis the Plague of Devils ' j 2 

To think on what they are. And ſee, this Weapon 
Shall ſhield me from it, junge me in Forgetfulneſs, f 
Ere the dire Scorpion, bon ht, can rouze to ſting me. 
Lend me thy Boſom, my cold Bride: 11] Fortune 
| | 87 [Lying by her. 
Has done its worſt, and we ſhall part no more; 
Wait for me, gentle Spirit, ſince the Stars 1 
re jou receive us! [Stabs himſelf) Oh well 
aim'd ! te 
How fooliſh is the Coward's Fear of Death! 
Of Death, the gentleſt ſureſt way to Peace. 
[ Artax. dies, 
[Memnon ſtands looking on the Bodies ſome time, 
and then ſpeaks. | | 
Mem. Yet will I gaze! Yet! Tho my Eyes grow iff, 
And turn to Steel or Marble : Here's a Sight 
To bleſs a Father ! Theſe ! Theſe were your Gifts, _ 
Ye bounteous Gods! You'll ſpare my Thanks for them. 
You gave me. Being too, and ſpurn me out | 
To hoary Wretchedneſs ; away, iwas Cruelty : 3 


m 


88 The Ambitions Step-Mother. 
Oh curſed, curſed, curſed fourſcore Years, 
Ye Heap of ills, ye monſtrous Pile of Plagues ! 
Sure they lov'd well, the very Streams of Blood, 
That flow from their pale Boſoms, meet and mingle. 
Stay, let me view em better —— Nay, tis thus 
If thou art like thy Mother She dy'd too 
Where is ſhe ? Ha! that Dog, that Villain Mirzs ! 
He bears her from me: Shall we not purſue 
The Whicl of Battel comes acroſs me, fly! _ 
Be gone ! They ſhall not, dare not brave me thus! 
Hey, tis a glorious Sound! ruſh. on, my Prince, 
We'll ftart, and reach the Goal of Fate at once. 


Runs af. v 
| F 
Enter, on the other fide, Queen, and Attendants, 


. Why am I ſummon'd with this Call of Death? 
This is no common Ruin; Artaxerxes“ | 
And Memnon's Daughter ! Mirza, thou art fallen 
In pompous Slaughter: Could not all thy Arts, 
That dole'd about Deſtruction to our Enemie 
Guard thy own Life from Fate? Vain Boaſt of Wiſdom, 
That with fantaſtick Pride, like buſy Children, 
Builds Paper Towns and Houſes, which at once 
The Hand of Chance o'erturns and Ioofly ſcatters. 
1 Att. Oh diſmal Sight ! | [Looking ont, 
Qs. What is it frights thy Eyes? | 
1 Att. Old Memnon's Body. 
Qs. Tis a grateful Horror, 
1 Att. Upon the Floor the batter'd Carcaſe lies 
Weltring in Gore, whilſt on the marble Wall 
A dreadful Maſs of Brains, grey Hair, and Blood 
Is ſmear'd in hideous Mixture, 1 
Qs. Fierce Deſpair 
Has forc'd a way for the impetuous Soul, | 
Tis well, he is in peace What means this Tumult? 


[Shout, claſhing of Swords. 


Enter 
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Emter an Officer, his Sword #raws, 4 


offi. Fly, Madam, leſt your Perfon be nor fafe ; bc 
The Traitor Bagoas, to whoſe Charge you truſted 
The Prince your Son, has drawn the Guards to join yo, 
And now allied by the furious Rabble, 
On every ſide they charge thoſe few who keep 
— This Place and the Alon eng? with loud Out-cries, 
0 Proclaiming that oor he mean to free the Pris'ners, 

Orchanes, e're 1 ff of At you notice, 

Fell by the Prince's hand; the raging Torrent 

Bore down our weak Reſiſtance, and purſuing 
off With furious Haſte, ey'n trod upon my W . 

This Inſtant brings em here. 

u. Let em come on, 
I cannot fear ; this Storm is rais'd too late, 
1 ſtand ſecur d of all I wiſh alread 


th? Shout and Claſhing of Swords again, 
Enter Artaban, Cleanthes, 3 e ad 
Swords drawn. | 
, Artab. Then Vertue is in vain, ich baſe ben 


And Treachery have triumph'd o'er the Mighty. 
Oh Nature! let me turn my Eyes away, 
Leſt I am blaſted by a Mother's ſight. 
WW, Qu. Ungrat ebel? Do thy impious inks” 
Purſue me — my too indulgent ondnefs | 
And Care for thee ?, 
4riab, Well has that Care been "HEN * 
Have you not foully ſtain'd my ſacred Fame? 
Look on that Scene of Blood; the dire Effects 
Of cruel Female Arts. But oh "whae n 5 
What can you give me for my murder d Love? f 
Has not the Labyrinth of your fatal Counſelss ' 
Involv'd my fair, my lovely, loſt Cleave ? . : 
By our bri t Gods I fivear 1 mill 7; 
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The Majeſty of Manly Government, 

Nor wear again E Chains: Still as our Mother 

Be honour'd; rule amongſt your Maids and Eunuchs, 
Nor mingle in our State, where mad Confuſion 
Shakes the whole Frame, to boaſt a Woman's Cunniog. 

Qs. Thou talk'ſt as if thy infant Hand could graſp, 
Guide, and command the Fortune of the World; 

But thou art young in Power. Remember, Boy, 

Thy Father, once the Hero of his Age, | 

Was proud to be the Subject of my Sway; 

The Warrior to the Woman's Wit gave way, 

And found it was his Intereſt to obey. 1325 

And doſt thou hope to ſhake off my Command ? | 

Doſt thou ? the Creature of my forming Hand. 

When I aſſert the Power thou dar'ſt invade, 

Like Heaven, 1 will reſolve to be obey'd, 

And rule or ruin that which once I made, 

Exit Queen and Attendants. 
Artab. Let a Guard wait the Queen: Tho Nature 

plead 

For Reyerence to her Perſon, jealous Power 

Muſt watch her ſubtle and ambitious Wit. | 

Haſt thou ſecur'd the impious Prieſt, Cleant be:? 

Magas, that Wretch that proſtitutes our Gods. 

Clean. Already he has met the Fate. he merited ; 
This Night the fly acrite in grand wot wah 1 
March'd thro' the City to appeaſe the People, 

And bore the Gods along to aid his Purpoſe : 

When on a ſudden, like a Hurricane, 1 

That ſtarts at once, and ruffles all the Ocean, 

Some Fury more than mortal ſeiz'd the Crowd; 

At once they ruſh'd, at once they cry'd Revenge; 

Then ſnat ch'd, and tore the trembling Prieſt to pieces. 
What was moſt ſtrange, no Injury was offer'd | 

To any of the Brotherhood belide, | F 
But all their Rage was ended in his Death: . _ 

Like formal Juſtice that ſeverely ſtrikes, 

And in an inſtant is ſerene and calm. 
. Artab, Oh my Cleanthes, 1 caſt thy 
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Back on the recent Story of this Night: 

And thou with me wilt wonder, and confeſs 

The Gods are great and juſt, Well have you mark'd, 

Celeſtial Powers, your righteous Deteſtation  , 

Of Sacrilege, of baſe and bloody Treachery, + 

May this Example guide my future Sway 

Ler Honour, Truth and Juſtice crown my Reign, 

Ne'er let my Kingly Word be given in vain, 

But ever ſacred with my Foes remain. | 

On theſe Foundations ſhall my Empire ſtand, - 

The Gods ſhall vindicate my juſt Command, 

And guard that Power they truſted to my Hand. | 
| | Exsunt omnes. 
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M DCC XX VI, 


W ILLI A M, 


Lord MArquiss of 
Hartington, 
Now Duke of Devonſhire.) 


My Lokp, 


$& VERY Body is now ſo full 
Jof Buſineſs, that things of this 
kind, which are generally taken 
| for the Entertainment of lei- 
* ſure Hours only, look like Im- 
pertinence and Interruption. I am ſure it 
is a Reaſon why I ought to beg Your 
Lordſhip's Pardon, for troubling You 
with this Tragedy; Not but that Poetry 
has always been, and will ſtill be the En- 
tertainment of all wiſe Men, that have 
any Delicacy in their Knowledge; Yer 
at ſo critical a Juncture as this is, I muſt 

1 con- 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. © © 

. confeſs I think Your Lordſhip ought to 
give intirely into thoſe Publick Affairs, 
Which at this time ſeem to Demand You. 
1 is that happy Turn which Your Lord- 

ip has to Buſineſs, that right Under- 
ſtanding of Your Country's Intereſt, and 
that conſtant Zeal to purſue it, that juſt 
Thinking, that ſtrong and perſuaſive Elo- 
cution, that firm and generous Reſolution, 
which upon all Occaſions You have ſhewn 
in Parliaments; and to add, that which is 
the crowning good Quality, Your Lord- 
ſhip's continual Adherence and Unſhaken 
wot to His preſent Majeſty, which 
ma 


eYou at this Time ſo neceſſary to the 


Publick. I muſt confeſs, (tho' there is no 
part in Your Lordſhip's Character, but what 
the World ſhould be fond of) I cannot help 
Diſtinguiſhing the laſt Inſtance very parti- 
cularly: It is doing (methinks) ſuch a Juſtice 
to Goodneſs,to Greatneſs,and to Right Rea- 
ſon, that Poſterity will believe there could 
be no Man of good Senſe, but what muſt 
have agreed with Your Lordſhip in it. 
Whenthe next Age ſhall Read the Hiſtory 
of this, What Excuſe can they make for 
thoſe who did not Admire a Prince whoſe 
Life has been a Series of good Offices done 
to Mankind ? When they ſhall reckon up 
his Labours from the Battle of Senef}, to 
ſome Glorious Action, which ſhall —_— 
a 
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Laſt and which 1 therefore hope is 1 
( ope _— 


far remov'd from the Preſent Time) 

they ever believe that he could have been 
too well lov'd, or too faithfully ſery'd and 
defended? 'The Great Things which he did 
before we had that immediate Intereſt in him, 
which we now happily have, is a noble and 
juſt Subject for Panegyrick; but as Benefits 
done to Others, can never touch us ſo ſen- 
ſibly as thoſe we receive our ſelves, tho 
the Actions may be _— great; ſo, me- 
thinks, I can hardly have Patience to run 
back to his having ſav'd his own Country, 
when I conſider he has ſince done the ſame 
for Us; Let that be ſufficient to Us, for all 
we can ſay of him, or do for him. What 
Dangers and Difficulties has he not ſtruggled 
through, for the Honour and Safety of 
theſe Kingdoms? Tis a common Praiſe, 
and what every one ſpeaks, to ſay, He has 
continually expos'd his Life for his People z 
bur there are {ome Things more particular 
in his Character, ſome Things rarely found 
amongſt the Policies of Princes; a Zeal for 
Religion, moderated by Reaſon, without 
the * and Fire of Perſecution; a cha- 
ritable Compaſſion for thoſe who cannot 
be convinc'd, and an unalterable Perſeve- 
rance in thoſe Principles of whoſe Truth 
he is fatisfy'd ; a deſire of War for the ſake 


of Peace; and of Peace for the Good and 
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' Honour of his Subjects equally with his 
own; a pious Care for compoſing Factions, 
tho' to foment them might make him Ar- 
bitrary; and a generous Ambition that on- 
ly aims at Pow'r, to enable him to do good 
to all the reſt of the World. I might add 
here, that Inviolable and Religious Obſer- 
vance of his Royal Word, which the beſt 
pare of thePow'rs of Europe have ſo frequent- 
y and fo happily, for themſelves, depend- 
ed upon inthe greateſt Emergencies. But as 
this Virtue is generally reckon'd as no more 
than that common Honeſty, which the 
meaneſt Man would bluſh to be withour, 
ſo it can hardly claim a Place amongſt the 
more particular Excellencies of a Great 
Prince. It were to be wiſh'd; indeed, that 
the World were Honeſt to ſuch a degree, 
and that there were not that ſcandalous de- 
fect of common Morality. Certainly no- 
thing can be more ſhocking to Humanity, 
to the Peace and Order of the World; no- 
thing can approach nearer to that ſavage 
State of Nature, in which every Man is to 
eat his Fellow if he can maſter him, than 
an avow'd Liberty of breaking thro? all the 
moſt ſolemn Engagements of publick Faith. 
Tis ſomething that brands a Man with an 
Infamy, which nothing can extenuate or 
wipe out; he may proteſt and pretend to 


explain his Meaning, but the World has 
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generally too much Indignation for the Af- 
front, to bear it at that eaſie rate. Mini- 
ſters and Secretaries of State, may diſpla 
their own Parts in Memorials, with as muc 
Pomp and Flouriſh as they pleaſe: I fancy 
the common Anſwer upon ſuch Occaſions 
will always be, You have deceiv'd us groſ- 
ly, and we neither can nor will truſt you 
any more. When this Vice comes amongſt 
Men of the firſt Rank, it is the more ſhock- 
ing, and I could wiſh there were none ſuch, 
to whoſe Charge it might be laid. 

Some People (who do me a very great Ho- 
nour in it) have fancy'd, that in the Per- 
ſon of Tamerlane | have alluded to the great- 
eſt Character of the preſent Age. I don't 
know, whether I ought not to apprehend 
a great deal of Danger from avowing a De- 
ſign like that. It may be a Task indeed 
worthy the geateſt Genius, which this, 
or any other Time has produc'd But 
therefore I ought not to ſtand the ſhock of 
a Parallel, leſt it ſhould be feen, to m 
Diſadvantage, how far the Hero has iranſ- 
cended the Poet's Thought. There are many 
Features, *ris true, in that Great Man's 
Life, not unlike his Majeſty : His Cou- 
rage, his Piety, his Moderation, his Juſtice, 
and his Fatherly Love of his People, bur 
above all, his Hate of Tyranny and Op- 
preciſion, and his zealous Care for the com- 
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mon Good of Mankind, carry a large Re- 
ſemblance of Him : Several Incidents are 
alike in their Stories; and there wants no- 
thing to his Majeſty but ſuch a deciding 
Victory, as that by which Tamerlane gave 
Peace to the World. That is yet to come; 
but I hope we may reaſonably expect it 
from the Unanimity of the preſent Parli- 
amen', and ſo formidable a Force as that 
Unanimity will give Life and Vigour to. 

If Your Lordſhip can find any Thing in 
this Poem like a Prince, who 1s ſo juſtly 
the Object of Your Lordſhip's, and indeed 
of the World's Veneration, I perſuade. my 
ſelf it will prevail with You to forgive e- 
very thing elſe that You find amiſs. You 
wil — the Faults in Writing, for the 
Goodneſs of the Intention. I hope too, 
Your Lordſhip will not be diſpleas'd, that 
I take this 2 of renewing the 
Honour which I formerly had, to be known 
to Vour Lordſhip, and which gives me at 
once the Pleaſure of expreſſing thoſe Juſt 
and Dutiful Sentiments I have for his Ma- 
jeſty, and that ſtrong Inclination which I 

ve always had to be thought, 


My Lord, | 
Your Lord/hip's moſt Obedient. 
Humble $ ervant, 


N. ROWE, 
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Spoke by Mr. BETT ERTO. 
I all the Muſes various Labours, none ? 


Have laſted longer, or have higher flown, 

Than thoſe that tell the Fame by ancient Heroes won. 
With Pleaſure Rome, and Great Auguſtus, heard 
Arms and the Man ſung by the Mantuan Bard; 
In ſpight of Time, the ſacred Story lives, 

And Cæſar and his Empire flill ſurvives. 
Like him, (tho' much unequal to his Flame) 

Our Author makes a pious Prince his Theme. 
High wh he foremoſt 2 3 Arms he — 8 
Had fought. and 'd i Country's Good, | 
Yet ſought not - Lax gf Peace, in Fields of Blood, 

Safe under him his happy People ſate, 

And griev'd at diſtance for their Neighbours Fate, 

Whilſt with Succeſt, a Turkiſh Monarch Crown'd, 

Like ſpreading Flame deſorm d the Nations round; 

With Sword and Fire he forc d his impious way 

To Lawleſs Pow'r, and Untuerſal Sway: | 
Some ab jest States for Fear the Tyrant join; 5 
Others for Gold their Liberties 727 
And venal Princes ſold their Right Divine. 

Till Heav'n, the growing Evil to redreſs, 

Sent Tamerlane to give the World a Peace. 

The Hero rou x d. aſſerts the Glorious Canſe, 

And to the Field the cheerful Soldier draw: : 

Around in Crowds his valiant Leaders wait, 

Anxious for Glory, and ſecure of Fate; 

Well pleas'd, once more to venture on his ſide, 

And prove that Faith again which had ſo oft been tryd, 
The peaceful Fathers, who in Senates meet, 

Approve an Enterprize ſo Fuſt, ſo Great; 

While with their Prince's Arms, their Voice thus join d, 
Gains half the Praiſe of having ſav'd Mankind, 

EVn m à Circle, where, like this, the Fair 8 


Were met, the bright Aſſembly did declare 
Their Houſe with one Conſent were for the War, 
Each 
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Zach urg'd her Lover to unſheath his Sword, 

And never ſpare a Man who broke his Word. 

Thus fir d. the Brave on to the Danger preſs; 

Their Arms were crown'd Abroad with Juſt Succeſs, 
And bleſt at Home with Beauty and with Peace. 
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Tamerlane. Mr, Betterton. 
Bajazet, Emperor of the Turks, Mr. Verbruggem 
Axalla, an Itaban Prince, General 2 as tt * 
and Fayourite of Tamerlane, 1 : 
Moneſes, a Grecian Prince, and a? Mr. Powell, 
Chriſtian, 
cy Friend, 8 F Mr. Pack, 
rince of Tanai, Kinſman an . 
General to Tamerlane, $ Mr. Fieldbouſe. 
Omar, a Tartar General, Mr. Freeman. 
Mirvan. 2 Parthian Generals to yy Mr. Cory 


Zama, merlane, Mr. Hubands, 

Haly, Favourite Eunuch to Bajaxet, Mr. Baily, , 

A Turkiſh Derviſe, Mr, Arnold, 
WOMEN, 

Arpaſia, 2 Grecian Princeſs, Mrs. Barry. 

Selma, Daughter of Bajaxet, Mrs. Bractgirdle 


Parthian and Tartar Soldiers, 
Mutes belonging to Bajaxet. 
Other Attendants. 


SCENE, Tamerlane's Camp, near 
 Angoria in Galatia. 
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AGT-1.-SCENE-L::.:: 
SCE N E before Tamerlane's Tent. 
Enter the Prince of Tanais, Zama and Mirvan. 


Prince of TAN AIS. wry 
Al to the Sun! from whoſe returning 
ZE Light oY 
5 The chearful Soldier's Arms new Luftre 
: ; rake, 

ro deck the Pomp of Battle. Ob, my 
e . Friends! 
Was ever ſuch a glorious Face of War? 
See, from this height! how all Galatia's Plains 
With Nations numberleſs are cover'd o'er; 
Who, like a Deloge, hide the Face of Earth, 
And leave no Object in the vaſt Horizon, 
But glitt'ring Arms, and Skies. 7 
r Zam. Our Aſian World 1 
From this important Day expects a Lord, 
This Day they hope an end of all their Woes, 
Of Tyranny, of Bondage, and Oppreſſion, 
From our Victorious Emp'ror, Tamerlane, 
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Mir. Well has our Holy Alba mark d bim out 
The Scourge of 3 and dire 1 
The great Ayenger of the groaning World. 

Well bos he worn the — Cauſe of Juſtice 
Upon his proſp'rous Sword : approving Heavin 
Still crown'd the Righteous Warrior with Sueceſs; 
As if he ſaid, Go forth, and be my Champion, 
Thou moſt like me of all my Works below. 

Pr. No luſt of Rule, the common Vice of Kings; 
No furious 'Zcal inſpir'd by bot-brain'd Priefts, 

Ill hid beneath Religion's ſpecious Name, 

E'er drew his temp'rate Courage to the Field: 

But to redreſs an injur'd People's Wrongs, 

To fave the weak One from the ſtrong Oppreſlor, 
Is all his end of War; and when he draws. 

The Sword to puniſh, like relenting Heay'n, 

He ſeems unwilling to detace his Kind, | 

Mir. So rich his Soul in every virtuous Grace, 
That, had not Nature made him Great by Birth, 
Vet all the Brave had ſought him for their Friend: 
The Chriſtian Prince Axalla, nicely bred 
In poliſh'd Arts of European Courts, 

For him forſakes his vative Italy, 
And lives a happy Exile in his Service, 

Pr. Pleas'd with the gentle Manners of that Prince; 
Our mighty Lord is laviſh to his Friendſhip 3 
Tho' Omar, and the Tartar Lords repine, 

And loudly tax their Monarch as too partial. 

Zam. Ee the mid Hour of Night, from Tent to Tent; 
. Unweary'd, thro' the num'rous Hoſt be paſt, 
Viewing with careful Eyes each ſcv'ral Quarter; 
Whilſt trom his Looks, as from Divinity, 
The Soldiers took preſage, and cry'd, Lead on, 
Grear Alha, and our Emperor, Lead on, 
To Victory, and Everlaſting Fame. 

Mir. Hear you of Bajaze t 

Fr. Late in the Evening 
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A Slave, of near Attendance on bis Perſon, | 
*Scap'd to our Camp: from him we learn'd, the Tyrant 
With Rage redoubled, for the Fight prepares; 
Some accidental Paſſion fires his Breaſt, ; 
(Love, as tis thought, for a fair Grecian Captive) 
And adds new Horror to his native Fury : 
For five returning Suns, ſcarce was he {cen 
By any the moſt favour'd of his Court, 
But in laſcivious Eaſe, among his Women, 
Liv'd from the War retir'd ; or elſe, alone 
In ſullen mood ſat meditating Plagues, 
And Ruin to the World, till yeſter Morn, 
Like Fire that lab'ring upwards rends the Earth, 
He burſt with Fury from his Tent, commanding 
All ſhould be ready for the Fight, this Day. | 
Zam. I know his Temper well, ſince, in his Court 
Companion of the brave Axalla's Embaſſy, 
I oft obſerv'd him Proud, Impatient 
Of ought Soperiour, ev'n of Heay'n, that made him. 
Fond of falſe Glory, of the ſavage Pow'r 
Of ruling without Reaſon, of confounding | 
E and Uajuſt, by an Unbounded Will; 
y whom Religion, Honour, al the Bands 
That ought to bold the jarring World in Peace, 
Were held the Tricks of State, Snares of wiſe Princes 
To draw their eaſie Neighbours to Deſtruction. 
Mir. Thrice, by our Law and Prophet, has he ſworni 
By the World's Lord, and Maker, laſting Peace 
With our great Maſter, and bis Royal Friend 
The Grecian Emperor; as oft regard'eſs 
Of plighted Faith, with moſt Un- Kingly Baſeneſs, 
H' bas ta en th' Advantage of their abſent Arms, 
Without a War im'd, or Cauſe pretended, 
To waſte with d and Fire their fruitful Fields: 
Like ſome accurſed Fiend, who ſcap'd from H 
Poiſons the balmy Air thro which be flies, F 
He blaſts the-bearded Corn, and loaded Branches, 
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The lab'ring Hind'sbeſt Hopes, and marks bis way with ruin, 
Pr. Bur ſcel his Fate, the mighty Tamerlane | 
Comes like the Proxy of enquiring Heav'n, 
To Judge, and to Redreſs. [ Flouriſh of Trumpets, 
Enter Tamerlane, Guards, and other Attendants 
Tam. Vet, yer a little, and deſtructive Slaughter 
Shall rage around, and marr this beauteous Proſpect; 
Paſs but an Hour, which ſtands betwixt the Lives 
Of Thouſands and Eternity: What — 
Shall haſty Death make in yon glitt ring Plain? 
Oh thou fell Monſter War! that in a Moment 
Lay'ſt waſte the nobleſt part of the Creation, 
The Boaſt and Maſter-piece of the Great Maker, 
That wears in vain th' Impreſſion of his Image, 
Unprivileg'd from thee, 
Health to our Friends, and to our Arms Succeſs, f 
[To the Prince, Lama and Mir, 
Such as the Cauſe for which we fight deſerves. 
Pr. Nor can we ask beyond what Heav'n bgſtows, 
Preventing ſtill our Wiſhes. See, Great Sir, 
The univerſal Joy your Soldiers wear, 
Omen of proſp'rous Battle, 
Impatient of the tedious Night, in Arms 
Watchful they ſtood, expecting-op'ning day 3! - 
And now are hardly by their Leaders held 
From darting on the Foe ; like a hot Courſer, 
That bounding paws the mould'ring Soil, diſdaining 
The Rein that checks him, eager for the Race. 
Tam, Yes, Prince, I mean to give a looſe to War: 
This Morn Axalla, with my Parihian Horſe, 
Arrives to join me : He, who like a Storm 
Swept with his flying Squadrons all the Plain 
Between Angoria's Walls, and yon tall Mountains, 
That ſeem to reach the Clouds ; and now he comes 
Loaden with Spoils, and Conqueſt, to my Aid. 
Flouri Tr g 
Zam. Theſe Trumpets ſpeak his — 1 9s 
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Enter Axalla with Soldiers, Moneſes, Stratocles and Selima 
mers. [ Axalla kneels to Tamerlane. ] 

Tam. Welcome! thou worthy Partner of my Laurels, | 
Thou Brother of my Choice, a Band more Sacred | 
Than Nature's brittle Tye. By boly Friendſhip! 

Glory and Fame ftood ſtill for thy Arrival, 

My Soul ſeem'd wanting in its better half, 
And languiſh'd for thy Abſence, like a Prophet, 
That waits the Inſpiration of his God. 

Ax. My Emyeror! my ever Royal Maſter! 

To whom my ſecret Soul more lowly bends, 
Than Forms of outward Worſhip can expreſs; 
How poorly does your Soldier pay this Goodneſs, 
Who wears his every Hour of Life out for you? 
Yet 'tis his All, and what he has he offers; 
Nor now diſdain t' accept the Gift he brings, 
This earneſt of your Fortune, See, my Lord, 
The nobleſt Prize, that ever grac'd my Arms: 
Approach, my Fair —— 

Tam. This is indeed to Conquer, 

And well to be rewarded for thy Conqueſt ; 
The Bloom of opening Flow'rs, unſully d Beauty, 
Softneſs, and ſweeteſt Innocence ſhe wears, 

And looks like Nature in the World's firſt Spring; 
But ſay, Axalls — 

Sel. Moſt Renown'd in War, [Kneeling 18 Tam, 

Look with Compaſſion on a captive Maid, 
Tho' born of Hoſtile Blood ; nor let my Birth, 
Deriv'd from Bajaxet, prevent that Mercy, 
Which every Su ject of your Fortune finds: 
War is the Province of Ambitious Man, 

Who tears the miſerable World for Empire; 
Whilſt our weak Sex, incapable of wrong, 
On either fide claims Privilege of Safcty, 

Tam, [ Raiſing her.) Riſe, Royal Maid, the Pride of haugh- 
Pays — not receives it from the Fair: (ty Pow'e 
Thy angry Father fiercely calls me forth, 4 
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And urges me unwillingly to Arm; 
Yet, tho' our 8 Battles menace Death 
And mortal Conflict, think not that we hold 
Thy Innocence and Virtue as our Foe. 
Here, till the Fate of Aſia is decided, 
In Safety ſtay, To- morroty is your own, 
Nor 2 who may Conquer, or who Loſe; 
Fortune on either fide ſhall wait thy Wiſhes. . 
Sel. Where ſhall my Wonder and my Praiſe begin] 
From the ſucceſsful Labours of thy Arm? 
Or from a Theme more ſoft, and full of Peace, 
Thy Mercy, and thy Gentleneſs ? Ob, Tamerlane ! 
What can I pay thee for this noble Uſage 
But grateful Praiſe ? So Heay'n it ſelf is paid. 
Give 2 ye Pow'rs above, _ to Mankind; 
Nor let my Father wage unequal War, 
Againſt the Force of ſuch — Virtues. Froſpect 
Tam. Heav'n hear thy pious Wiſh! But ſince our 
Looks darkly on Futurity, till Fate 
Determine for us, let thy Beauty's Safety 
Be my Axalla's Care ; in whoſe glad Eyes 
I read what Joy the pleaſing Service gives him. i 
Is there amongſt thy other Pris ners ought [To Axalla, 
Worthy our Knowledge? 2 
Ax. This brave Man, my Lord. [Pointing to Mon. 
With long Reſiſtance held the Combat doubtful: 
His Party, preft with Numbers, ſoon grew faint, 
And would have left their Charge an eaſie Prey: 
Whilſt be alone, undaunted at the odds, 
Tho! hopeleſs to eſcape, fought well and firmly: 
Nor yielded, till o'crmatch'd by many Hands, 
He ſcem'd ro ſhame our Conqueſt, whilſt he own'd it. 
Tam. Thou ſpeak'it him as a Soldier ſhould a Soldier, 
Juſt to the Worth he finds, I would not war [ To Moneſes. 
Wich ought that wears thy virtuous Stamp of Greatneſs: 
Thy Habit ſpeaks thee Chriftian-— Nay, yet more, 
My Soul ſcems pleas'd to take Acquaintance with thee, 
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As if ally d to thine : Perhaps tis Sym | 
Of honeſt Minds ; like Strings wound up in Muſick, 
Where by one touch, both utter the ſame Harmony: 
Why art thou then a Friend to Bajazet ? 
And why my Enemy? 

Mon. If Human Wiſdom 
Could point out every Action of our Lives, 
And ſay Let it be thus, in ſpight of Fate, 
Or partial Fortune, then I had not been 
The Wretch I am, 

Tam. The Brave meet every Accident 
With equal Minds : Think nobler of thy Foes, 
Than to account thy Chance in War an Evil. 

Mon. Far, far from that ; I rather hold it grievous 
That I was forc'd ev'n but to ſeem your Enemy 
Nor think the Baſeneſs of a vanquiſh'd Slave 


* Moves me to flatter for precarious Life, 

r Or ill- bought Freedom, when I ſwear by Heav ul 
Were J to chuſe from all Mankind a Maſter, 
It ſhould be Tamerlane. 


Dwells - hte - pm known to fa Sycophants; 
ells with the Brave, un to fawning ; 
And claims a Privilege of being believ'd. | 
I take thy Praiſe as earneſt of thy Friendſhip. 

Mon, Still you prevent the Homage I ſhould offer, 
O Royal Sir! let my Misfortunes Fad, 
And wipe away the hoſtile Mark 1 wore. —— 
I was, when not long ſince my Fortune hail'd me; 
Bleſs'd to my Wiſh, 1 was the Prince Moneſes; 
Born and bred up to Greatneſs ; witneſs rhe Blood, 
Which thro? ſucceſſive Heroes Veins ally'd 
To our Greek Emperors, roll'd down to me, 
Feeds the bright Flame of Glory in my Heart, 
's, Tam. Ex n that! that Princely Tye ſhould bind thee to me, 
5 If Virtue were not more than all Alliance | 

Mon, I have a Siſter (Oh ſevere Remembrance!) 
Our Noble Houſe's, nay, her Sex's Pride: 
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Nor think my Tongue too laviſh, if I ſpeak her 
Fair as the ll of Virtue, and yet Chaſte 
As its cold Precepts, wiſe beyond her Sex 
And blooming Youth; ſoft as forgiving Mercy, 
- Yet greatly Brave, and jealous for her Honour: 
Such as ſhe was, to ſay I barely lov'd her, 
Is poor to my Souls meaning : From our Infancy 
There grew a mutual Tenderneſs between us, 
Till not long ſince her Vows were kindly plighted 
To a young Lord, the Equal of her Birth, + 
The happy Day was fix d and now approaching, 
When faithleſs Bajazer (upon whoſe Honour, 
In ſolemn Treaty giv'n, the Greeks depended) 
With ſudden War broke in upon the Country, 
Secure of Peace, and for Detence unready. 
Tam. Let Majeſty no more be held Divine, 
Since Kings, who are call'd Gods, profane themſelves, 


Mon. Among the Wretches, whom that Deluge ſwept 


Away to Slavery, my ſelf and Siſter, 
Then paſſing near the Frontiers to the Caurt, 
(Which waited for her Nuptials) were ſurpriz d, 
And made the Captives of the Tyrant's Power. 
Soon as we reach'd his Court, we found our Uſage 
Beyond what we expected, fair, and noble: 
*T was then the Storm of your victorious Arms 
Look'd black, and ſeem'd to threaten, when he preſt me 
(By oft repeated Inſtances) to draw s 
y Sword for him : But when he found my Soul 
Diſdain'd his Purpoſe, he more fiercely told me, 
That my Arpaſia, my lov'd Siſter's Fate 
Depended on my Courage ſhewn for him, 
I bad long learnt to hold my ſelf at nothing; 
But for her ſake, to ward the Blow from her, 
I bound my Service to the Man I hated. 
Six Days are paſt, ſince by the Sultan's Order 
I left the Pledge of my Return behind, 
And went to guard this Princeſs to his Camp: 


2 ww Jt 


TAMERLANE. 9 

The reſt the brave Axalla s Fortune tells you · 

Tam. Wiſely the Tyrant ſtrove, to prop his Cauſe 

By leaguing with thy Virtue : but juſt Heav'n 

Has torn thee from his Side, and left him naked 

To the avenging Bolt that: drives upon him: 

Forget the Name of Captive, and I wiſh 

I could as well reſtore that Fair One's Freedom, 

Whoſe Loſs hangs heavy on thee : Yet ere Night 

Perhaps we may deſerve thy Friendſhip nobler; | 

Th' approaching Storm may caſt thy Shipwreck'd Wealth 

Back to thy Arms: Till that be paſt, fince War 

(Tho! in the juſteſt Cauſe) is ever doubtful, 

I will not ask thy Sword to aid my Victory, 

Left it ſhould hurt that Hoſtage of thy Valour 

Our common Foe detains. 

Mon. Let Bajazet 

Bend to his Yoke repining Slaves by force, 

You, Sir, have found a nobler way to Empire, 

Lord of the willing World. 

Tam, Oh, my Axalla ! 

Thou haft a tender Soul, apt for Compaſſion; 

And art thy ſelf a Lover and a Friend: 

Does not this Prince's Fortune movꝭ thy Temper? 

Ax. Yes, Sir, I mourn the brave Moneſes' Fate; 

The Merit of his Virtue hardly match'd 

With diſadvent'rous Chance: et, Prince, allow me, 

Allow me, from th' Experience of a Lover, 

To fay, one Perſon, whom your Story mention'd, 

(If he ſurvive) is far beyond you wretched: 

You nam'd the Bridegroom of your beauteous Siſter, 
Mon, I did: Oh, moſt accurſt! | E 
Ax, Think what he feels, 

Daſh'd in the fierceneſs of his Expectation; 

Then when th'approaching Minute of Poſſeſſion 

Had wound Imagination to the height, 

Think if he lives! ” 

Mon, He lives, he does; tis true 


— 
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He lives ; but how? To be a Dog, and dead, 
Were Paradiſe to ſuch a State as his: 
He holds down Life as Children do a Potion, 
With ſtrong Reluctance and convulſive Strugglings, 
Whilſt his Misfortunes preſs him to diſgorge it. 
Tam. Spare the remembrance ; tis an uſeleſs Grief, 
And adds to the Misfortune by repeating it. 
The Revolution of a Day may bring Ft, 
Such Turns, as Heav'n it ſelf could ſcarce have promis'd, 
Far, far beyond thy Wiſh : Let that Hope cheer thee. 
Haſte, my Axalla, to diſpoſe, with Safety, 
Thy beauteous Charge, and on the Foe revenge 
The Pain, which Abſence gives ; thy other Care, 
Honour and Arms, now ſummon thy Attendance; 
Now do thy Office well, my Soul, remember 
Thy Cauſe ; the Cauſe of Heay'n and injur'd Earth. 
O thou Supreme ! if thy Great Spirit warms 
My glowing Breaſt, and fires my Soul to Arms, 
Grant that my Sword, aſſiſted by thy Pow'r, 
This Day my Peace and Happineſs reſtore, , 
That War and lawleſs Rage may vex thy World no more. 
[Exeunt Tamerlane, Moneſes, Stratocles, Prince 
| of Tanais, Zama, Mirvan, and Attendants, 
Manent Axalla and Selima with Soldiers. 
Ax. The Battle calls, and bids me haſte to leaye thee, 
Oh, Selima —— But let Deſtruction wait: 
Are there not Hours enough for Blood and 8 ? 
This Moment ſhall be Love's, and I will waſte ir 
In ſoft Complainiogs, for thy Sighs and Coldneſs, 
For thy forgetful Coldneſs ; even at Birzs, 
When in thy Father's Court my Eyes firſt own'd thee, 
Fairer than Light, the Joy of their i 
Even then thou wert nor thus. 
Sel. Art not thou chang'd? 
Chriſtian Axalla : Art thou ſtill the ſame? 
Thoſe were the gentle Hours of Peace, and thou 
The World's Angel, that didſt kindly join 
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Its mighty Maſters in harmonious Friendſhip: 
But fince thoſe Joys, that once were ours, are 
Forbear to mention *em, and talk of War; 
Talk of thy Conqueſt, and my Chains, Axalla. 

Ax. Yet I will liſten, fair unkind Upbraider, 
Yet I will liſten to thy charming Accents, 
Altho' they make me curſe my Fame and Fortune, 
My Laurel- wreaths, and allthe glorious Trophies, 
For which the Valiant bleed — Oh] thou unjuſt one, 
Doſt thou then envy me this ſmall Return 
My niggard Fate has made for all the Mournings, 
For all the Pains, for all the ſleepleſs Nights 
That cruel Abſence brings? 

Sel. Away, Deceiver! 
I will not hear thy ſoothing : Is it thus 
That Chriftian Lovers prove the Faith they ſwear? 
Are War and Slavery the ſoft Endearments 
With which they Court the Beauties they admire ? 
"Twas well my Heart was cautious of believi : 
Thy Vows, and thy Proteſting. Know, my Conquered; 
Thy Sword hes vanquiſh'd but the half of bla 
Her Soul diſiains thy Victory. 

Ax. Hear, ſweet Heav'n, 
Hear the fair Tyrant, how ſhe wreſts Love's Laws, 
As ſhe had vow'd my Ruin! What is Conqueſt? 
What Joy have I from that, but to behold thee, 
To kneel before ther, and with lifted Nyes 
To view thee, as Devotion does a Saint, 
With awful, trembling Pleaſure; Then to ſwear 
Thou art the Queen and Miitreſs of my Soul? 
Has not ev'n Tamerlane (whoſe Word, next Heay'a's, 
Makes Fate at ſecond hand) bid thee diſclaim 
— Fears? And doſt thou call thy ſelt a Slave? 

y to try how far the ſad Impreſſion 
Can fink into Axalla! 

Sel, Oh Axalla! 
Ought I to hear you? 


* 


12 
Ax. Come back, ye Hours, 
And tell my Selima what ſhe has done: 
Bring back the time, when to her Father's Court 
I came Ambaſſador of Peace from Tamerlane; 
When hid by conſcious Darkneſs and Diſguiſe, - 
J paſt the Dangers of the watchful Guards; | 
Bold as the Youth who nightly ſwam the Helleſpont: 
Then, then ſhe was not ſworn the Foe of Love; 
When, as my Soul confeſt its Flame, and ſu'd. 
In moving ſounds for Pity, ſhe frown'd rarely, 
But, bluſhing, heard me tell the gentle Tale: 
Nay, ev'n confeſt, and told me ſoftly, lighiog, 
She thought there was no Guilt in Love li 
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ike mine. 
Sel. Young and uns kilful in the World's falſe Arts; 

I ſuffer'd Love to ſteal upon my Softneſs, 

And warm me with a lambent puiltleſs Flame: 

Yes, I have heard thee ſwear a thouſand times; 


And call the conſcious Powers of Heay'n to witneſs 


The tend'reft, trueſt, everlaſting Paſſion : 
But, Oh! *tis paſt ; and I will charge Remembran c 
To baniſh the fond Image from my Soul- g 
Since thou art ſworn the Foe of Royal Bajaxer, 
I have reſoly d to hate thee. 

Ax, Is it poſſible! | 
Hate is not in thy Nature: thy whole Frame 
Is Harmony, without one jarring Atom. 


Why do'ſt thou force thy Eyes to wear this Coldneſs ? 


It damps the Springs of Life. Oh! bid me di 
Mauch rather bil — die, if it be true, wy 
That thou haſt ſworn to hate me. 
Sel. Let Life and Death 
_ the _ he the bloody Field ; 
or can thy Fate (my Conqueror) depend 
Upon a Woman's Hate. Yet fines —＋ 7 
- — — = perhaps I had, there is 
ut one Requeſt, that I can make with Honour 
Ax. Oh! name it! ſay.— "I 


Sel. Forego your Right of War, 
And render me this inſtant to my Father. 2252 
Ax. Impoſſible! — The Tumult of the Battle, 
That haſtes to join, cuts off all means of Commerce 


Betwixt the Armies. 7 


Sel. Swear then to perform it, 

Which way ſoe er the Chance of War determines, 
On my firſt Inſtance, * 

Ax. By the Sacred Majeſty is 
Of Heav'n, to whom we kneel, I will obey thee 
Yes, I will give thee this ſevereſt Proof 
Of my Souls yow'd Devotion, I will part with thee 
(Thou Cruel, to command it!) I will part with thee, 
As Wretches that are doubtful of Hereafter, 

Part with their Lives, unwilling, loth and fearful, 
And trembling at Futurity. But is there nothing; 
No ſmall return that Honour can affurd - 

For all this waſte of Love? 

Sel, The Gifts of Captives #1. 
Wear ſomewhat of Conſtraint; and generous Minds 
Diſdain to give, where freedom of the Choice 
Does but ſeem wanting. 


Ax, What! not one kind Look? Trumpet. 


Then thou art chang'd indeed.“ Hark! I am ſummon'd, 
And thou wilt ſend me forth like one unbleſs'd ; 
Whom Fortune has forſaken, and ill Fate 

Mak'd for Deſtruction. Thy ſurprizing Coldneſs 

Hangs on my Soul, and weighs my Courage down 
And the firſt feeble Blow I meet ſhall r:ze me 

From all Remembrance: Nor is Life or Fame 


Worthy my Care, fince I am loſt to thee. [Gomg: 


Sel. Ha! Goeſt thou to the Fight! 

Ax. | do, ——, Farewel! 45 

Sel. What! and no more! A Sigh heayes in my Breaſt, 
And ſtops the ſtruggling Accents on my Tongue, | 
Elſe, ſure, I ſhould have added ſomething more, 
Ch a nn” ban Nun 
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Ax. Give it way. 1 
The niggard Honour, that affords not Love, 
Forbids not Pity —— | 

Sel, Fate 3 has ſet | 
This Day, the Period of thy Life; and: Conqueſts 3 
And I ſhall ſee thee borne at Evening back, . 

A breathleſs Coarſe; — Oh! Can I think on that, 
And hide my Sorrows? — No— they will have way, 
And all the Vital Air, that Life draws in, 

Is render'd back in Sighs. ; 7% 

Ax. The murm'ring Gale revives the drooping Flame 
That at thy Coldneſs languiſh'd in my Breaſt; 

So breathe the gentle Zephyrs on the Spring, 
And waken every Plant, and od'rous er, 
Which Winter Froſt had blaſted, to new Life. 

Sel. To ſee thee for this moment, and no more. 
Oh! help me to reſolve againſt this Tenderneſs, 

That charms my fierce Reſentments, and preſents thee 
Not as thou art, mine and my Father's Foe, 

But as thou wert, whea firſt thy moving Accents 
Won me to haar; when, as I liſten'd to thee, 

The happy Hours paſt by us unperceiv'd, 

So was my Soul fix'd to the ſoft Enchantment; 

Ax. Let me be till the ſame; 1 am, I muſt be. 
It it were poſſible my Heart could ſtray, 
One Look from thee would call it back again, 
And fix the Wanderer for ever thine, 

Sel. Where is my boaſted Reſolution now? 


[Sinking into his Arms. 


Oh! Yes! Thou art the ſame ; my Heart joins with thee 
And to betray me will believe thee till: _ : 
It dances to the Sounds that mov d it firſt, 

And owns at once the weakneſs of my Soul : 

So when ſome skilful Artiſt ftrikes the Strings, 
The magick Numbers rouze our {leeping Paſſions, 
And force us to confeſs our Grief, and Pleaſure, 
Alas! Axalla, fay doſt thou not pity 
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My artleſs Innocence, and eaſie Fondneſs? 


Oh! turn thee from me, or | die with bluſhing. - 


Ax. No —— let me rather gaze, for ever gaze, 
And bleſs the new-born Glories that adorn thee; 
From every Bluſh, that kindles in thy Checks, 
Ten thouſand little Loves and Graces ſpring, 
To reyel in the Roſes t wo? not be, ́ü 
This envious Trumpet calls, and tears me from thee 
Sel. My Fexrs increaſe, and doubly preſs me now!: 
I charge thee, if thy Sword comes croſs my Father, 
Stop for a Moment, and remember me. 
Ax, Oh! doubt not, but his Life ſhall be my Care, 
Ev'n dearer than my own —— | 
Sel. Guard that for me too. 
Ax. Oh! Selima! thou haſt reſtor'd my Quiet, 
The noble ardour of the War, with Love 
Returning, brightly burns wichin my Breaſt, 
And bids me be ſecure of all hereafter. 5 
So chears ſome pious Saint a dying Sinner, 
(Who trembled at the thought of Pains to come) 
With Heav'n's Forgiveneſs, and the hopes of Mercy: 
At length the tumult of his Soul appeas'd, | 
And every Doubt and anxious Scruple eas d, 
Boldly he proves the dark, uncertain Road, 
The Peace, his holy Comforter beftow'd, 
Guides, and protect; bim, like a Guardian God, ¶ Exit. 
Manent Selima and Guard.. 


Affects to frown, and ſeems ſeverely wile, 

In hopes to cheat the wary Lover's Eyes. 

If the dear Youth her Pity ſtrives to move, 

And pleads, with tenderneſs, the Cauſe of Love; 
Nature aſſerts her Empire in her Heart, 

And kindly takes the faithful Lover's Part. 

By Love, her ſelf, and Nature thus betray'd, 

No more ſhe truſts in Pride's fantaſtick Aid; 

But bids her Eyes confeſs the yielding Maid. 


Sel. In vain all Arts a Love- ſick Virgia tries, 8 


5 LR Selima, Guards . 
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ACT H. SCENE I. 
SCENE Tamerlane' Camp. 


Enter Moneſes. 


Mon. T HE dreadful Buſineſs of the War is over: 
And Slaughter, that, from yeſter Mora 'till Even, 

With Giant Steps, paſt ſtriding o'er the Field, 
Beſmear'd, and horrid with the Blood of Nations, 
Now weary fits among the mangled Heaps, 
And ſlumbers o'er her Prey; while from this Cimp 
The cheerful Sounds of Victory, and Tamerlane, 
Beat the high Arch of Heav'n : deciding Fate, 
That Crowns him with the Spoils of ſuch a Day, 
Has giv'n it as an Earneſt of the World 
That ſhortly ſhall be his. [ Enter Stratocles; 
My Stratocles ! 
Moſt happily return d; might I believe 
Thcu bring'ſt me any Joy? 

Stra. With my beſt Diligence, 
This Night, I bave enquir'd of what concerns you. 
Scarce was the Sun, who ſhone upon the Horror 
Of the paſt day, ſunk to the Weſtern Ocean, 
When by permiſſion from the Prince Axalla, 
mixt among the Tumult of the Warriors, 
Returning from the Battle: Here a Troop 
Of hardy Parthians red with honeſt Wounds, 
Confeſt the Conqueſt, they had well deſery'd : 
There a dejected Crew of wretched Captives, 
Sore with unprofitable Hurts, and groani 
Under new Bondage, follow'd ſadly after 
The haughty Victor's heels ; but that, which fully 
gt _ Succeſs of — was Bajazet, 

'n like the proud Archangel, from the height, 
Where once (even next to Majeſty Divine) 
Enthron'd he ſat, down to the vile Deſcent 
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And lowneſs of a Slave; but oh! to {| | 

The Rage, the Fierceneſs, and the Indignation! — 

Tt bars all Words, and cuts Deſcription ſhort. 
Mon. Then he is fall'n! that Comet, which, on high, 

porten ed Ruin; he has ſpent his Blaze, 

And ſhall diſtract the World with Fears no more: 

Sure it muſt bode me well, for oft my Soul 

Has ſtarted into Tumult at his Name, 

As if my Guardian Angel took th' Alarm, 

At the approach of ſomewhat mortal to me: 

But ſay, my Friend, what hear ſt thou of Arpaſia : 

For there my Thoughts, my every Care is center'd, 
Stra. Tho on that purpoſe till I bent my Search, 

Yet nothing certain could I gain, but this, 

That in the Pillage of the Sultan's Tent 

Some Women were made Pris ners, who this Morning 

Were to be offer d to the Emperor's View ; 

Their Names, and Qualities, tho oft enquiring, 

I could not learn. | 
Mon. Then muſt my Soul ſtill labour 

Beneath Uacertainty, and anxious Doubt, 

The Mind's worſt State. The Tyrant's Ruin gives me- 

But a Half-eaſe. - 
Stra. *'T was ſaid, not far from hence 

The Captives were to wait the Emperor's Paſſage. 
Mon. Haſte me to find the Place, Oh! my Arpaſa 

Shall we not meet? Why hangs my Heart thus heavy 

— 3 8 my 5 ? Oh! 'tis well, ] 

The Joy of Meeting pays the Pangs of A ; 

ſe ik could bar 7 On 

When thy lov'd Sight ſhall bleſs my Eyes again, . 

Then I will own, I ought not to complain, 

Since that ſweet Hour is worth whole Years of Pain. 


[ Exeunt Moneſes, and Stratocles, 
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SCENE II. The Inſide of a Magnificent Tent:. 
Symphony of Warlike Muſicſ. 


Enter Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince of Tanais, Zama, Mir. 


van, Soldiers and other Attendants, 


Ax. From this Auſpicious Day the Parthian Name 
Shall date irs Birth of Empire, and extend 
Ev'n from the dawning Eaſt to utmoſt Thule 
The Limits of its Sway. 

Pr. of T. Nations unknown, . 
Where yet the Roman Eagles never flew, 
Shall pay their Homage to Victorious Tamer lane; 
Bend to his Valovr, and ſuperior Virtue, 
And own, that Conqueſt is not giv'n by Chance, 
Bur, bound by fatal and refiſtle {s Merit, 
Waits on bis Arms, 

Tam. It is too much: you dreſs me 
Like an Uſurper in the borrow'd Attributes 
Of injur'd Heav'n : Can we call Corqueſt ours? 
Shall Man, this Pigmy. with a Giant's Pride 
V. unt of himſelh, 4 þ ſa”, Thus have ! done this? 
Oh! vain Pretence to Greatneſs ! Like the Moon, 
We borrow all the Brightneſs, which we boaſt, 
Dark in-our felves, and uſcleſs. If that Hand 
Thar rules the Fate of Battles ſtrike for us, 
Crown us with Fame, and 2 our Clay with Honour; 
*T were moſt ungrate ful to diſown the Benefit, 
And arrogate a Praiſe which is not ours. 

Ax. With ſuch unſhaken Temper of the Soul 
To bear the ſwelling Tide of proſp'rous Fortune, 
Is to deſerve that Fortune: In Adverfit 
The Mind grows tough by buffering the Tempeſt ; 
Which, in Succeſs diſſolving, finks to caſe, 
Ard loſes all her Firmneſs. 

Tam. Oh! Axalla ! ? 
Could I forget I am a Man, as thou art, 

Would 
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Would not the Winter's Cold, or Summer's Heat, 
Sickneſs, or Thirſt, and Hunger, all the Train 

Of Nature's clamorous Appet ites, aſſerting 

An Equal Right in Kings and common Men, 
Reprove me daily? — No—— lf I boaſt of ought, 
Be it, to have been Heaven's happy Inſtrument, 

The means of Good to all my Fellow-Creatures ; 


This is a King's belt Praiſe. 
Enter Omar, 
Om, Honour and Fame [ Bowing o Tamerlane. 


For ever wait the Emperor; may our P 
Give him ten thouſand thouſand Days of Life, 
And every Day like this, The Captive Sultan, 
Fierce in his Bonds, and at his Fate repiniag, 
Attends your ſacred Will, 
Tam. Let him approach. | 
Enter Bajazet and other Turkiſh Priſoners in Chains; 
with a Guard of Soldiers. 
When 1 ſurvey the Ruins of this Field, ks? 
The wild Deſtruction, which thy fierce Ambition 
Has dealt among Mankind, (ſo many Widows. 
And helpleſs Orphans has thy Battle made, 
That balf our Eaſtern World this day are Mourners) . 
Well may I, in behalf of Heav'n and Earth, 
Demand from thee Atonement for this wrong. 

Baj. Make thy Demand to thoſe that own thy Pow'r; 
Know I am till beyond it; and tho' Fortune | 
(Curſe on that Changeling Deity of Fools!) 

Has ſtript me of the-Train and Pomp of Greatneſs, 
That out-fide of a King, yet ſtill my Soul, 


Fixt high, and of it ſelf alone dependant 

Is ever Free and Royal; and ev'n bow, c ts 

As at the head of Battle, does defie theo: "as 
I know what Por the Chance of War has giv's; It 


And dare thee to the uſe ont. This vile Speeching, 
This After-game of Words, is what moſt irks me; 
Spare that, and for the reſt tis equal all — -- 
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Be it as it may. 

Tam. Well was it for the World, ; 
When on their Borders. Neighbouring Princes met, 
Frequent in —_— Parle, by cool Debates _ 

- Preventing waſteful War; ſuch ſhould our meeting 
Have been, had'ft thou but held in juſt regard i 
The Sanctity of Leagues ſo often ſworn to. 

Can'ſt thou believe thy Prophet, or, what's more, 
That Pow'r Supream, which made thee, and thy Prophet, 

Will, with Impunity, let paſs that Breach 
Of ſacred Faith giv'n to the Royal Greek ? 

Baj. Thou Pedant Talker! ha! art thou a King 
Poſſeit of ſacred Pow'r, Heav'n's darling Attribute, 
And doſt thou prate of Leagues, and Oaths, and Prophets? 
J hate the Greek (Perdition on his Name!) 

As I do thee, and would have met you both, 

As Death does human Nature, for Deſtruction. 

Tam, Cauſcleſs to hate is not of human kind; 

The falvage Brute, that haunts in Woods remote, 

And Deſart Wilds, tears not the fearful Traveller, 

If Hunger, or ſome Injury, provoke not. 

- Baj, Can a King want a auſe, when Empire bids 

Go oa > what is he born for but Ambition? 

It is bis Hunger, tis his Call of Nature, 

The Noble Appetite which will be ſatisfy'd, 

And like the Food of Gods, makes him immortal. 

Tam. Henceforth I will not wonder we were Foes. 
Sir.ce Souls that differ ſo, by Nature hate, 

And ſtrong Antipathy forbids their Union, 

Baj. The noble Fire that warms me does indeed 
Tranſcend thy Coldneſs, I am pleas d we differ, 

Nor think alike. 

Tam. No — for I think like Man, 

Thou like a Monſter ; from whoſe baleful Preſence 

Nature ſtarts back ; and tho' ſhe fix d ber Stamp 

Qa thy rough Maſs, and mark'd thee for a Man, 

Now 
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Now conſcious. of ber Error, ſhe diſclaims thee, - A 
As form'd for her Deſtruction. —- 


ris true, I am a King, as thou haſt been: 


Honour, and Glory too have been my aim: 
But tho' I dare face Death, and all the Dangers, 
Which furious War wears in its bloody Front, 
Yet would I chuſe to fix my Fame by Peace, | 
By Juſtice, and by Mercy ; and to raiſe : 
My Trophies on the Bleſſings of Mankind ; . 
Nor would I buy the Empire of the World 
With Ruin of the People whom I ſway, 
Or Forfeit of my Honour. 

Baj. Prophet, I thank thee ——— 
Damnation! .—— Could'ſ thou rob me of my Glory, - 
To &reſs-up this tame King, this preaching Derviſe? 
Unfit for War, thou ſhould'ſt have liv'd ſecure - 
In lazy Peace, and with debating Senates 
Shar'd a precarious Scepter, ſate tamely ſtill, 
And let bold Factions canton out thy Pow'r, - 
And wrangle for the Spoils they-robb'd thee of; 
Whilſt I (curſe on the Power that ſtops my Ardour!) 
Would, like a Tempeſt, ruſh amidſt the Nations, 
Be greatly terrible, and deal, like Alba, 

My angry Thunder on the frighted World. ES 
Tam, The World! ——rwould be too little for thy Pride: 
Thou would'ſt ſcale Heav'n, _— KY 

Baj. I would: Away! my Soul 
Diſdains thy Conference, 
Tam. Thou vain, raſh Thing, 
That, with gigantick Iaſolence, haſt dar d 
To lift thy wretched ſeſt above the Stars, 
And mate with Pow'r Almighty : Thou art fallen 
Baj, Tis falſe! I am not fali'a from ought I have been: 
At leaſt my Soul reſolves to keep her State, 
And ſcorns to take Acquaintance with ill Fortune. 
Tam, Almoſt — my Pity art thou fall'n ; 
Since, while th' avenging Hand of Heay'a is on thee; 
Acd preſſes to the Duſt thy ſwelling Soul, 
"oY Fool- 
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Fool hardy, with the 4 thou contendeſt; 

To what vaſt heights bad thy tumultuous Temper 

Been hurry'd, if Succeſs had crown'd thy Wiſhes; 

Say, What had I to expect, if thou hadſt conquer'd? _ 
Baj. Ob, Glorious Thought! By Heav'n! I will enjoy it- 

Tho but in Fancy; Imaginatien ſhall 

Make room to entertain the vaſt Idea. 

Oh! had 1 been the Maſter but of Yeſterday, _ 

The World, the World had felt me; and for thee, 

J had us d thee, as thou art to me, —a Dog, 

The Object of my Scorn, and mortal Hatred: 

I would have taught thy Neck to know my weight, 

And mounted from that Footftool ro my Saddle: 

Then, when thy daily ſervile Task was done, 

I would have eag d thee, for the Scorn of Slaves, 

Till thou hadſt begg'd to die; and ev'n that Mercy 

1 I had deny'd Thee : Now thou know'ſt my Mind, 

And queſtion me no farther... | 

Tam, Well deſt thou teach me 

What Juſtice ſhould exact from thee : Mankind | 
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With one Conſent cry out for Vengeance on thee; 
Loudly they call, to cut off this League-breaker, 
This wild oyer, from the Face of Earth. 
Baj. Do it, and rid thy ſhaking Soul at once ; 
Of its worſt Fear, g 
Tam. Why ſlept the Thunder, | 
That ſhould have arm'd the Idol Deity, | 
And given thee Pow'r, ere yeſter Sun was ſet; 
To ſhake the Soul of Tamerlans: Nadſt thou an Arm | 
To make thee fear d, thou ſhould'ſt have prov'd it ou me}. | 
. Amidſt the Sweat and Blood of yonder Field, | 
When, tbro the Tumult of the War, I ſought thee, 
Fenc'd in with Nations. bs. 
Baj. Curſe upon the Stars, | 
That tated us to different Scenes of Slaughter f | 
Oh ! could my Sword have met thee! ——. 
Tam. Thau hadft t 
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Dependant on my Gift. Yes Bajazet, _ | 
1 bid thee, Live. So much my Soul difdains; 

That thou ſhould'ſt think, I can fear ought but Heav'a: 
Nay more; could'ſt thou forget thy brutal fierceneſs, 
And form thy ſelf to Manhood, I would bid thee, 
Live, and be till a King, that thou may ſt learn 

What Man ſhould be to Man, in War remembri 

The Common Tye, and Brotherhood of Kind. 

This Royal Tent, with ſuch of thy Domeſticks 

As can be found, ſhall wait upon thy Service; 

Nor will I uſe my Fortune, to demand 

Hard Terms of e but ſuch as thou may ſt offer 
With Honour, 1 with Honour may receive, * | 
[* Tamerlane ſogns to an Officer, who unbinds 


- 


mat Gyn then — no? r Prophet — 4 
Baj. Ha! fay'ſt thou no! — our s V 
If — ſhalt buy my Friendſhip with thy Empire. 


Damnation on thee! thou ſmooth, fawning Talker ! 
Give me again my Chains, that I may curſe thee, 

And gratifie my Rage: Or, if thou wilt 

Be a vain Fool, and play with thy Perdition, 
Remember I'm thy Foe, and hate thee deadly. 

Thy Folly on thy Head! | 

Tam. Be ſlill my Foe, | N 
Great Minds (like Heav'n) are pleas ' d in doing good, 
Tho? the ungrateful Subjects of their Favours 
Are barren in return: Thy ſtubborn Pride, 

That ſpurns the gentle Office of Humanity, 

Shall in my Honour own, and thy Deſpite, 

I have done, at I ought. Virtue ſtill does 

With Scorn, the Mercenary World regard, 

Where abje& Souls do good, and hope Reward: 
Above the worthleſs Trophies Men can raiſe, | 
She ſeeks not Honours, Wealth, nor airy Praiſe, © 
But with her ſelf, Her ſelf, the Goddef pays. 


[ Exewnt Tamer lane, Axalla, Prince of Tanais, © 
Mirvan, Zama, and 2 


Manon 


- * = 


24 TAMERIANE. 


Manent Bajazet, Omar, Guards. _ 
Baj. Come, lead me to my Dungeon; plunge me down 
Deep from the hated Sight of Man, and Day, 
Where, under Covert of the friendly Darkneſs, 

My Soul may brood, at leiſure, o'er its Anguiſh. _ 
Om. Our Royal Maſter wou'd,. with noble Uſage, 
Make your Misfortunes light: he bids you hope, — _ 

Baj. Ftell thee, Slave, I. have ſhook hands with Hope, 
And all my Thoughts are Rage, Deſpair, and Horror. 

Enter Haly, Arpaſia; and Nomen Attendants. 
Ha! wherefore am I thus? ——-Perdition ſeize me ! 
But my cold Blood runs ſhiv'ring to my Heart, 
As at ſome Fantom, that in dead of Night, 
With dreadful Action ſtalks around our Beds. 
The Rage, and fiercer Paſſions of my Breaſt 
Are loſt in new Confuſion, — Arpaſia!— Hay! 
Ha. Oh, Emperor! for whoſe hard Fate our Prophet, 

And all the Heroes of thy ſacred Race 
Are ſad in Paradiſe, thy faithful Haly, 
The Slave of all thy Pleaſures, in this Ruins 
This Univerſal Shipwreck of thy Fortunes, 
Has gather'd vp this Treaſure for thy Arms: 
Nor ev'n the Victor, haughty Tamerlane, 
(By whoſe Command, once more, thy Slavebeholds thee) 
Denies this Bleſſing to thee, but with Honour 
Rendersthee back thy Queen, thy beauteous Bride. 

Baj. Oh! had ber Eyes, with pity, ſcen my Sorrows, 
Had ihe the ſoftneſs of a tender Bride, 
Heav'n cou'd not have beſtow'd a greater Bleſſing; 
And Love had made amends for loſs of Empire. 
But fee, what Fury dwells upon her Charms! 
What Lightning flaſhes from her angry Eyes! 
With a malignant Joy ſhe views my Ruin: 
Even Beauteous in her Hatred, (till ſhe charms me; 
And awes my fierce tumultuous Soul to Love, 

Arp. And dar'ft thou hope, thou Tyrant! Raviſher! 
That Heay'n has any Joy in ſtore for thee? 


Look 
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Look back upon the Sum of —_ 
"Where Tyranny, eſſwon; — ujuſtice, 

Per jury, Murders, the black Account, 


Where loſt s Wrongs ſtand bleeding freſh; - 
Thy laſt a 0 Crime; but Heav'n 4 found thee; . 
At length the tardy Vengeance has o'erta'en ther. 
= weary Soul ſhall bear a little longer 2 
e pain of Life, to call for Juſtice on thee: . hy 
That once compleat, ſink to the peaceful Grave, 
And loſe the memory of my Wrongs and The. 
Baj. Thou rail'ſt! I thank thee for it. Be perverſe,” 
And muſter all the Woman in thy Soul; 
Goad me with Curſes, be à very Wife, oth 
That I may-fling off this tame Love, and hate thee. 
Enter — ods 
Bajazet flarting] Ha! — Keep thy temper, 3 nor take 
At a Slave's Prefence, * [alarm-- 
Mon. It is Arpaſia ! — Leave me, thou cold Fear. 
Sweet as the roſie Morn ſhe breaks upon me; | 
And Sorrow, like the Night's unawholeſome Shade, 
Gives way before the Golden Dawn ſhe brings. | 
Baj. Advancing towards him.] Ha, Chriſtian ! Is it well 
that we meet thus? | 
Is this thy Faith? 
Mon. Why does thy frowning Bro- 
Put on this Form of Fury ? Is it —_—_ 
We ſhould meet bere Companions in Misfortune; 
The Captives of one common Chance of War? 
Nor ſhould'ſt thou wonder, that my Sword has fail'd - 
Before the Fortune of Victorious Tamerlane, 
When thou.with Nations like the ſanded Shore, 
With half the warring World upon —— 
Could ſt not ſtand up againſt his dread * 


That cruſh'd thee with its ſhock. Thy Men can els, 


Thoſe Cowards, that forſook me in the Combat, 
My Sword was not ive, Aj 
Baj, No, dis faile.. 


Where 
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Where is my Deugbter, thou vile Greet ? thou haſt 
Betray'd her to the Tartar ; or even W 
Pale with thy Fears, didſt loſe her like a Coward: 
And like 6 Coward now, would'ſt caſt the blame 
On Fortune, and ilł Stars, | 

_— {aid'ft thou — Coward? 
What Sanctity, what Majeſty Divine : 
Haſt thou put on. to guard thee from my Rage? 
That thus thou dar'ſt to wrong me. 
Baj. Out, thou Slave, 
And lnew me for thy Lord 

Mon. I tell thee, Tyrant, 22 
When in the Pride of Pow'r thou ſat ſt on high 
When like an Idol thou wert vainly worſhipp'ds 
By proſtrate Wretches, born with laviſh Souls: l 
Eo n when thou wert a King, thou wert not more, 
Nor greater than Mone ſes; born of a Race \ 
Royal, and Great as thine : What art thou now then? 
The Fate of War has {et thee with the Loweſt; | 
And Captives (like the Suhjects of the Gru e) 
Loſing diſtinction, ſerve one common Lord. 

Baj. Brav'd by this Dog! now give a looſe to Rage; - 
Aud c urſe thy ſelf, curſe thy falſe, cheating Prophet. 


Ha! Yet there's ſome Revenge. Hear me, thou Chriſtian; - 


Thou left'ſt that Siſter with me: Thou lmpoſtor ! ' 
Thou Boaſter of thy Honeſty! Thou Lyar! 

But take her to thee back, | 

Now to explore my Priſon If it holds 

Another Flague like this, the reſtleſs Damn'd 

(If Mrftys lie not) wander thus in Hell: | 

From ſcorching Flames to chilling Froſts they-run; - 
Then from their Froſis to Fires return again, 

And only prove variety of Pin. 


1 
Arp. Stay, Bajatet, 1 FAB «» by my wrongs! 


Stzy, and unfold a Tale of ſo much Horror, 
As only fits thy telling Ob, Moneſes ! 
Mon, 
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That thy falt 
Ob, — 4 4 Ae e 
And draw the 2 it once. to 8 


Arp. Thou art undone, loſt, ruin d, and r 
Mon, 1 will "noe think "is while | have thee, 
While thus tis 3 - 46h 

For while I fob u 
The ſad —— o of pt oe Woes is bh. 

Arp. Forbear to 3 
Of Evils overpaſt; and Jays to 3 8 
Our Woes are like the genuine Shade | 
whe es 1 hopes af Day, - 
And everlaſtin t orror 

Mom. By all the enderneſs, = Endearments - 
Of our pal Love, I charge thee, my 
To caſe my Soul of Doubts; give me to 
ay once the utmoſt Malice of my Fate. 

Take then thy wretched Share in all ide 

ill artner of my Heart. Scarce bad'ſt thou left 
The Sultan: Camp, when the Im Tyrant, 
Softning the pride and fierceneſs of bis Temper, . 
With gentle Speech made offer of his Love. 
A maz'd, as at the ſhock of ſudden Death, ' 
I ſtarted into Tears, and often urg d 
(Tho till in vain) the difference of our Faiths: 
At laſt, as flying to the vtmoſt 
With lifted Hands, and ſtreaming Eyes, 1 own'd.. 
The Fraud; which when we firſt were made his Prig'nerdy 
Conſcious of my unhappy Farm, and fearing 
For thy dear A2 I fore d thee to put on 
Thy borrow d ame of Brother, mine of Siſter: 
Hiding beneath that Veil the nearer Tie, 
Our mutual Vows had made before the 12 
Kindling to Rage at hearing of my Story, 
Then be it ſo, be.cry'd. Think thou thy Voms 
Giv'n to a Slave ſhall bar me from thy Beauties 
Then bad the Prieſt pronounce the | Rites, 
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18 TAMERLANE. 
Which he perform d, whilſt ſhricking with Deſpair, 
I-call'd in vain the Pow'rs of Heav'n to aid me. 

Mon. Villain! Imperial Villain. Oh, the Coward ! 
Ay d by his Guilt, tho back d by Force and Power, 
He durſt not to my Face ayow his Purpoſe; - 

But in my Abſence like a lurking Thief 
Stole on my Treaſure, and at once undid me. | 
Arp. Had they not kept me from the means of Death, 
Forgetting all the Rules of Chriſtian Suffering, 
I had done a deſpꝰrate Murder on 1 
Ere the rude Slaves, that waited on his Will. 
Had forc'd me to his— 
Mon. Stop thee there, Arpaſia, 
And bar my Fancy from the guilty Scene ; 
Let not Thought enter, left the bufie Mind 
Should muſter ſuch a Train of monſtrous Images, 
As would diftract me. Oh! I cannot bear it. 
Thou loyely Hoard of Sweets, where all my Joys 
Were treaſur d vp, to have thee rifled thus! 
Thus torn untafted from my eager Wiſhes! ' 
But I will have thee from him. Tamerlane 
(The Sovereign Judge of Equity on Earth) 
Shall do me Juſtice on this mighty Robber, 
And render back thy Beauties to Moneſes. 

_ And who ſhall render back my Peace, my Honour? 
The Whiteneſs of my Virgin Soul? 

Ah! no, Moneſes think not I will ever 
Bring a polluted Love to thy chafte Arms: 

I am the Tyrant's Wife. Ob, fatal Title! 

And, in the ſight of all the Sainte, have ſworn, 
By Honour, Womanhood, and buſhing Shame, 
To know no ſecond Bride-bed, but my Grave. 

Mon, I ſwear it muſt not be, fince ſſill my Eye 
Finds thee as heav'nly white, as Angel pure, 

— in ro hours of Life thou wert. 
or art is, but mine ; thy firſt Yow's mine 
Thy Souls ming 
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Arp. Oh ! think not, that the Pow'r 

Of moſt perſuaſive Eloquence can make me 

Forget, I've been another's, been his Wife; 

Now by my Bluſhes! by the ſtrong Confuſion, 

And Anguiſh of my Heart! ſpare me, Moneſes, + 

Nor urge my trembling Virtue to the Precipice. 

Shortly, (oh! very ſhortly) if my Sorrows 

Divine aright, and Heay'n be gracious to me, 

Death ſhall diſſolve the fatal Obligation, 

And give me up to Peace, to that bleſt Place 

Where the Good reft from Care and anxious Life. 2 
Mon. Oh! teach me, thou fair Saint, like thee to ſuffer a 

Teach me, with hardy Piety, to combat | 

The preſent Ills; inſtru&t my Eyes to * 

The narrow bounds of Life, this Land of Sorrow, 

And with bold Hopes to view the Realms beyond, 

Thoſe diſtant Beauties of the future State. 

Tell me, _ ſay, what Joys are thoſe, 

That wait to Crown the Wretch who ſuffers here: 

Oh! tell me, and ſuſtain my failing Faith. 
Arp. Imagine ſomewhat exquiſitely fine, 
Which Fancy cannot paint, which the pleas d 

Can barely know, unable to deſcribe it; 
Imagine, tis a Tract of endlefs Joys, 
Without Satiety, or Interruption; 
Imagine, *tis to meet, and part no more. 
Mon. Grant, gentle Heav'n, that ſuch may be our Lot] 
Let us be bleſt together. Oh! my Soul! 
Build on that Hope, and let it arm thy Courage, 
To ſtruggle with the Storm, that parts us now. 
Arp. Yes! my Moneſes, now the Surges riſe, 
The Swelling Sea in between our Barks, 
And drives us to our Fate on different Rocks, 
Farewel! — my Soul lives with thee. 
Mon. Death is parging, 
25 = —— _ 'rwixt Soul and Body, 
ut this is ſomewbat worſe— my Joy Comfort} 
All har ws lf i Lite feta ater thes, 
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My y aking on thy Beauties. 
Thy love — y wk wanker e pe Sorrow 


So finks ing Sun beneath the Waves, 
And leaves the Traveller in pathleſs Woods, 
Benighted and with ſad Eyes 
Weſtward he turns, to mark the Ghight's decay, 
Till having loſt the laſt faint Glimpſe of Day, - 
Chearleſs, in darkneſs, he 2 hag ra Way. 

Exeunt Moneſes e 
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ACT I. SCENE L. 
SCENE vhe Ine of the! Royal Tens 


Enter Axalla, Selima, and Women Attendants. 


whe: the AN there be ought in Love, beyond this Proof, 
This wond'rous — can thee of my Faith? 
To tear thee from my bleeding Boſom thus? 
To rend the Strings of Life, to ſet thee free, 
And yield thee to a cruel Father's Power, 
Foe to my ?>What-can'ſt thou pay me boch 
What but thy ſelf (thou Angel) for this Fondneſs? 
Sel. Thou doſt upbraid me, Beggar as I am, 
And urge me with my Poverty of Love. 
Perhaps thou think'ſt, tis — for a Maid 
To ſiruggle-thro' the Nicegels of her Sex, 
The Bluſhes, and the Fears, and own ſhe loves: 
Thou think ſt, tis nothing for my artleſs Heart 
To own .my-Weaknefs, and c — Triumph. 
| „ . r 
A Sound of ſo much Rapture, ſo much Joy. 
Not Voices, Inſtruments, not warbliag Birds, 
Not Winds,. not murm'ring Watersgoin'd in Conſort; 
Not tuneful Nature, not th according Spheres 
Utter ſueh Harmony, as when my Selima 
With down-caſt Looks, and Bluſhes, ſaid 1 bore—, 
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Sel. And yet thou ſay t, L am a Niggard to thee: 
] ſwear the Ballance ſhall be held between us, 
And Love be Judge, if after all the T 
Tears, and Confufion of my Virgin Soul, f 
Thou ſhould'ſt complain of ought, unjuſt Axalla! 
Ax. Why was I everbleſt? — Why is Remembrance 
Rich with a thouſand pleaſing Images 
Of paſt Enjoyments, hace tis but to plague me? 
When thou art mine no more; what will it caſe me 
To think of all the Golden Minutes paſt, 
To think, that thou wert kind, and I was happy? 
But like an Angel fall'n from Bliſs, to curſe 
My preſent State, and mourn the Heav'n I've loſt. 
Sel, Hope better for us both; nor let thy Fears, 
Like an unlucky Omen, croſs my mou 
My Father, rough and ſtormy in his Nature, 
To me was always gentle, and, with Fondneſs 
f, Paternal, ever met me with a Bleſſing. | 
t Oft when Offence had ſtir d him to ſuch Fury, 
That not grave Counſellors for Wiſdom fam d, 
Nor hardy Captains that had fought his Battel, 
preſum d to ſpeak, but ſtruck with awful Dread. 
Were huſh'd as Death; yet has be ſmil'd on me, 
Kifs'd me, and bad me utter all my Purpoſe; 
Till, with my idle Prattle, I had ſooth d him. 
And wen him from his Anger. 
Ax. Oh! I know, 
Thou haſt a Tongue to charm the wildeſt Tempers. 
Herds would forget to graze, and Savage Beaſts 
Stand ſtill, and loſe their Ficrceneſs, but to hear thee, 
As if they had Reflexion, and by Reaſon 
M Forſook a leſs Enjoyment for a greater. 
But oh! when 1 revolve each Circumſtance, 
My Chriſtian Faith, my Service cloſely bound 
To Tamerlane my Maſter, and my Friend: 
Tell me (my Charmer) if my Fears are vain? 
Think what remains for me, if the fierce Sultan 
& Sould. doom thy Beauties to another's Bed? 
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Sel. "Tis a fad Thought; but to appeaſe thy Doubts 

Here in the awful Sight of Heav'n, F vow, 

No Pow'r ſhall e' er divide me from thy Love, 

Ev'n Duty ſhall not force me to be falſe, 

My cruel Stars may tear thee from my Arms, 

But never from my Heart; and when the Maids 

Shall yearly come with Garlands of freſh Flow'rs;. 

To mourn with os Office o'er my Grave, 

They ſhall fit ſadly down, and weeping tell, 

How well 1 lov'd, how much I ſuffer'd for thee. : 
And while they grieve my Fate, ſhall praiſe my Conſtancy. 
Ax. But ſee! the Sultan comes! —— my beating Heart 

Bounds with exulting Motion; Hope and Fear , 
Fight with alternate Conqueſt in my Breaſt. 
Oh! Can I give her from me? Yield her up? 
Now mourn, thou God of Love, fince Honour triumphs, 
And crowns his cruel Altars with thy Spoils. 
Enter Bajazet. 
Baj. To have a nauſeous Courtefie fore'd on me 
Spight of my Will, by an inſulting Foe, —— 
Ha! they wou'd break the Fierceneſs of my Temper, 
And make me ſupple for their dean purpoſe: 
Curſe on their fawning Arts ; from n it ſelf 
I wou'd not on ſuch Terms receive a Benefit, 
But oo it back upon the Giver's Hand, 
Sel. My Lord; my Royal Father! F Selima comes forward 
Baj. Ha! what art thou? and kneels to Bajazet. 
What heavenly Innocence? that in a Form 
So known, fo lov'd, haſt left thy Paradiſe, 
For joyleſs Priſon, for this Place of Woe! 
Art thou my Selima :? 
Sel. Have you forgot me? 
Alas my Piety is then in vain; 
Your Selima, your Daughter whom you lov'd, 
The Fondling ogce of her dear Father's Arms, 
Is come to claim her ſhare in his Misfortunes; 
To wait, and tend him with obſequious Duty; 
W lit, and weep for eyery Care he feels „, - 
N 3% 
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To help to wear the tedious Minutes out, | 
To ſoften Bondage, and the loſs of Empire. 

Baj. Now by our Prophet! If my wounded Mind 
Could know a Thought of Peace, it would be now3 
Ev'n from thy prating Infancy thou wert 
My Joy, my little Angel; ſmiling Comfort 
Came with thee ſtill to glad me: Now I'm curs'd 
Ev'n in thee too; Reproach and Infamy : 
Attend the Chriſtian Dog, to whom thou wert truſted: . 
To ſee thee here! — 'twere better ſee thee dead. | 

Ax. Thus Tamerlane, to Royal Bajazet, | 
With Kingly Greeting ſends : Since with the Brave, | 
(The bloody Bugneſs of the Fight once ended) 

Stern Hate and Oppoſition ought to ceaſe; 

Thy Queen already to thy Arms reſtor d, 

Receive this ſecond Gift, thy beauteous Daughter: 
And if there be ought farther in thy Wiſh, 
Demand with Honour, and obtain it freely. 

Baj. Bear back thy fulſom Greeting to thy Maſter, 

Tell him, I'll none on't : Had he been a God, 
All his Omnipotence could not reſtore | 
My Fame diminiſh'd, loſs of Sacred Honour, 
The Radiancy of- Majeſty eclips'd. x 
For ought beſides, it is not worth my Care; 

The Giver, and his Gifts are both beneath me. 

Ax. Enough of War the wounded Earth has knowg; 
Weary at length, and waſted with Deſtruction, 
Sadly ſhe rears her ruin'd Head, to ſhew 
Her Cities humbled, and her Countries ſpoil'd, 

And to her mighty Maſters ſues for Peace. 
Oh, Sultan! by the Pow'r Divine I ſwear ! 
With Joy I wou'd reſign the Savage Trophies 
In Blood and Battle gain'd, could I attone 

The fatal Breach *twixt thee and Tamerlane; 
And think a Soldier's Glory well beſtow'd, 

To buy Mankind a Peace. 


That doſt preſume to mediate twirt the Rage 
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Of angry King? Fs. 
Ax. A Prince, born of the nobleſt. 
And of a Soul that anſwers to that Birth, - 
That dares not but do well. Thou doſt put on 
A forc'd Forgetfulneſs, thus not to know me, 
A Gueſt ſo lately to thy Court, then meeting 
On LION e 2 
Cauld efface erit 
Of brave dxalls's Name, yet when your Davghter 
Shall tell, how well, how nobly ſhe was us'd; 
Howe light this gallant Prince made all her Bondage; 
Moſt ſure the Royal Bajaxet will own, 
That Honour ſtands indebted to ſuch Goodneſs, | 
Nor can a Monarch's Friendſhip more than pay it. [well 1 
Baj. Ha! Know'ſt thou that fond Girl? G0 — tis not 
And when thou could'ſt deſcend to take a Benefit 
From a vile Chriſtian, and thy Father's Foe, 
Thou didſt an Act diſhoneſt to thy Race; 
Henceforth, unleſs thou mean'ſt to cancel all 
My Share in thee, and write thy ſelf a Baſtard; 
Die, Starve, know any Evil, any Pain, 
Rather than taſte a Mercy from theſe Dogs, 
Sel. Alas! Axalla! 
Ax, Weep not, lovely Maid; 
I (wear, one pearly Drop from thoſe fair Eyes 
Would ovet-pay the Service of my Life; 
One Sigh from thee has made a large amends 
For all thy angry Father's Frowns and Fierceneſs. 
Baj. Oh! my curs'd Fortune! — am I fall'n thus low? 
Diſhonour'd to my Face? thou Earth-born thing, 
Thou Clod! how haſt thou dar d to lift thy Eyes 
Up to the Sacred Race of mighty Ottoman: 
hom Kings, whom ev'n our Prophet's holy Offspring 
At diſtance have beheld ; and what art thou? 
What glorious Titles blazon out thy Birth ? 

Thou vile Obſcurity ! Ha! fay —— thou baſe one; 
Arx. Thus challeng'd Virtue, modeſt as ſhe is, 
Stands up to do her ſelf a common Juſtice, 
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To anſwer, and aſſert that inborn Merit. 

That Worth, which conſcious to her ſelf ſhe feels. 

Were Honour to be ſcan'd by Deſcent, 

From Anceſtors Illuſtrious, I vaunt 

A Lineage of the greateſt, and recount 

Among my Pathers, Names of antient Story; 

Heroes, and God - like Patriots, who ſubdu d 

The World by Arms and Virtue, and being Romans 

Seorn'd to be Kings; but that be their own Praiſe; 

Nor will I borrow Merit from the Dead; 

My ſelf an Undeſerver. I could | 4 

accept 

Office, 


My Friendſtip · ſuch, as thou might ſt dei 
With Honour, when it comes with fri 
To render back thy Crown, and former Greatneſs : 
And yet ev'n this, ev'n all is poor, when Selims 
With matchleſs Worth weighs down the adverſe Scale. 
Baj. To give me back what yeſterday took from me, 
Wou'd be to give like Heav'n, when having finiſh'd 
This World, (the goodly Work of his Creation) 
He bid his Favourite, Man, be Lord of all. 
But this — 
Ax. Nor is this Gift beyond my Power; 
Oft has the mighty Maſter of my Arms 
Urg'd me, with latge Ambition to demand | 
Crowns and Dominions from bis bounteous Power: 
'Tis true, I way'd the Proffer, and have held it 
The worthier Choice, to wait upon his Virtues, 
To be the Friend and Partner of his Wars, 
Than to be A Lord: Nor wonder then, 
r If, in the Confidence of ſuch a Friendſhip, 
I promiſe boldly for the Royal Giver, 
Thy Crown, and Empire. 
Baj. For our Daughter thus 
4 Mean ſt thou to barter? ha! I tell thee Chriſtian; 
There is but one, one Dowry, thou canſt give, 
And I can ask, worthy my Daughter's Love. 
Ax. Ohl name the mi Ranſom, task my Power, 
Let there be Danger, Difficulty, Death, or” | 
| cl» 
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T”enhance the Price. 
Baj. I take thee at thy Word. 
Bring me the Tartar's Head. 
Ax. Ha! | > + i, 
Baj. Tamerlane s, f : 
That Death, that deadly Poiſon to my Glory. 
Ax. Prodigious! Horrid! .. 
Sel. Loſt! for ever loſt! OEM 
Baj. And could'ſtthou hope to bribe me with oughtelſe? 
With a vile Peace parch'd up on ſtaviſn Terms? + 
With tributary Kingſhip? No —— To merit 
A Recompence from me, fats my Revenge. 
The Tartar is my Bane, I cannot bear him; 
One Heav'n and Earth can never hold us both; 
Still ſhall we hate, arid with Defiance deadly 
Keep Rage alive, till one be loſt for ever; 
As if two Suns ſhould meet in the Meridian, 
And ſtrive in fiery Combat for the Paſſage. 
Weep'ſt thou, fond Girl? Now as thy King, and Father, 
I charge thee, drive this Slave from thy remembrance: 
_ ſhall be pious in thee ; * a7 . 
o curſe thy Father's Foes, * [Laying 
Sel. Undone for ever! | 
Now Tyrant Daty, art thou yet obey'd? 
There is no more to give thee. Oh Axalla! 
[Bajazet leads aut Selima, ſhe looking back on Axalla. 
Ax. Ti what I fear'd ; Fool that I was t obey: 
The Coward Love, that could not bear her Frown, 
Has wrought his own Undoing. Perhaps, ev'n now, 
The Tyrant's Rage prevails upon her Fears. 22 
Fiercely he ſtorms, ſhe weeps, and ſighs, and trembles; 
But ſwears at length, to think on me no more. 
He bad me take her. — Bur, ob gracious Honour! 
Upon what Terms? My Soul yet ſhudders at it, 
And ſtands, but half recover'd of her Fright. 
The Head of Tamerlane ! monſtrous Impiety! 
Bleed, bleed to Death, my Heart, be Virtue's Martyr; 
Ob, Emperor, 1 own I ought to give thee 
| Some 


on ber Hand. 


0 f 3 


- 


TAMERLAN E. 


37 
Some nobler Mark, than Dying, of my Faith; - | 

Then let the Pains I feel my Friendſhip-prove, 
'Tis eaſier far to die, than ccaſe to love. [Exit Axalls, 


SCENE II. Tamerlane's Camp. 


Enter ſeverally Moneſes, and Prince of Tanais. 


7 Mon, If I not untimely on bis Leiſure, 
5 You would much bind a Stranger to your Service, 
To give me means of Audience from the Emperor. 
Pr. Moſt willingly, tho? for the preſent Moment 
We muſt entreat _—— z he holds him private. 
Mon. His Council, I preſume, —— 
Pr. No; the Affair ; 
Is not of Earth, but Heav'n-——a Holy Man, 
(One whom our Prophets Law calls ſuch) a Derviſe 
Keeps him in Conference, 
Mon, Hours of Religion, 
2 — Princes, . a 
Nor wi | 
oe” Pr. What his Buſineſs 
8 Imports, we know not : but with earneſt Sute | 
| This Morn he begg'd Admittance. Our great Maſter 
(Than whom none bows more lowly to high Heaven) 
1a In reverend regard holds all that tear 
Relation to Religion, and, on notice 
Ot his Requeſt, receiv'd him on the inftant. 
Men. We will attend his Pleaſure. [ Fæeunt. 
; Enter Tamerlane, and a Dervile. b 
Tam. Thou bring'ſt me thy Credentials from the Hi 
From Alba, and our Prophet: Speak thy Meſſage, 
It muſt import the beſt and nobleſt Ends. | 
Der. Thus ſpeaks our Holy Mahomer, who has giv'a thee 
To reign, and conquer: Ill doſt thou 
The Bounties of his Hand, unmindful o ES 
The Fountain, whence thy Streams of Greatneſs law; . 
Thou haſt forgot high Heav'n, baft beaten down, 
| And trampled on Religion's Sanctity. | 
me 1 Tam, 'A 
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Tam. Now; as Lam a Soldier, and a King, 
(The greateſt Names of Honour) co but make 
Thy Imputation our, and Iumerlane 
Shall do thee ample Juſtice on himſelf: 
So much the Sacred Name of Heav'n awes me, 
Cou'd I fuſpe& my Soul of harbouring oughit 
To its Diſhonour, I would ſearch it ſtrickly, 
And drive th offending Thought with Fury forth. 
Der. Ves, thou haſt hurt our Holy Prophet's Honour, 
By foſtering the pernicious Chriſtian Sect; 0 
Thoſe, whom his Sword purſu'd with fell Deſtruction, 
Thou tak'ſt into thy Boſom, to thy Councils; 
They are thy only Friends: The true Believers 
Mourn to behold thee favour this Axalla. 
Tam. I fear me, thou out-go'ſt the Prophet's Order! 
And bring'ſ his venerable Name, to ſhelter 
A Rudeneſs ill becoming thee to uſe, 
Or me to ſuffer. When thou nam'ſt my Friend, 
Thou nam'ſt a Man beyond a Monk's diſcerning, 
Virtuous, and Great, a Warrior, and a Prince. 
Der. Ne is a Chriſtian ; there our Law condemns him, 
Altho' he were even all thou ſprak'ſt, and more. 
Tam. Tis f:\ſe; no Law Divine condemus the Virtuous, 
For differing from the Rules your Schools deviſe. 
Look round, how Providence bettows alike 
Sunſhine and Rain, to bleſs the fruitful Year, 
On different Nations, all of different Faiths; 
And (tho' by ſeveral Names and Titles worſhipp'd) 
Heav'n takes the various Tribute of their Praiſe; 
Since all agree to own, at leaſt to mean, 
One beſt, one greateſt, only Lord of All. 

Thus when he view'd the many Forms of Nature, 
He oops ot all was yo 1 bleſt the fair Variety. 
Der. Moſt I mprious,and Protune!=-nay,trown not, Pri 
Full of the Prophet, I deſpiſe the Danger . 1872 

Thy angry Power may threaten : I command thee 
To hear, and to obey ; ſince thus ſays Mahomer ! ; 
Why have I made thee dreadful to the Natious? 
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Why have I giv'n thee Conqueſt ? but to ſpread 
My facred Law ev'n ta the utmoſt Earth, 
And make my 8 the World's Worſhip? 
Go on, and whereſocer thy Arms ſhall proſper, 
Plant there the Prophe:'s Name: wih Sword and Fire 
Drive out all other Faichs, and let the Worl 
Confeſs him only. | 

Tam, Had he but commanded 
My Sword to conquer all, to make the World 
Know but one Lord, the Task were not ſo hard; 
'Twere but to do what has been done already; 
And Philip's Son, and Ceſar did as much: 
But to ſubdue th unconquerable Mind, 
To make one Reaſon have the ſame Effect 
Upon all Apprehenſions; to force this, 
Or this Man, juſt to think, as thou and I do; 
Impoſſible! Unleſs Souls were alike 4 
In all, which differ now like Human Faces, 

Der. Well might the Holy Cauſe be carry'd on; 
If Muſſulmen did not make War on Muſſulmen. 
Why nold'ſt thou Captive a believing Monarch? 
Now, as thou hop'ſt to ſeape the Prophet's Curſe, 
Releaſe the Royal Bajaxet, and join 
With Force united, to deſtroy the Chriſtians. 

Tum. Tis well I've found the Cauſe that mov d thy Teal. 
What — 22 thee on, 
In hopes to fright me this way to compliance? 

Der. Our Prophet only. a 

Tam, No thou dolt belie him, 
Thou Maker of new Faiths ! that dar'ſt to build 
Thy fond Inventions on Religion's Name, 
Religion's Luſtre is by native Innocence 
Divinely pure, and fimple from all Arts; 
You daub and dreſs her like a common Miſtreſs, 
The Harlot of your Fancies ; and by addin 
Falſe Beauties, which ſhe wants not, make the World 
Sulpe& her Angel's Face is foul beneath, 

nd o not bear all Lights. Hence! I have fo1nd thee: 
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Der. I have but one reſort. Now aid me, Prophet. [ Aſ;de, 
Yet have I ſomewhat further to unfold; 

Our Prophet ſpeaks to thee in Thunder thus 
{* The Derviſe draws a conceal'd Dagger, and offer; 
to ſtab Tamerlane. 

Tam, No, Villain, Heav n is watchful o er its Worſkipperg 

[ Mreſling the Dagger from him 

And blaſts the Murderer's Purpoſe. Think, thou Wretch, 

Think on the Pains that wait thy Crime, .and tremble 

When I ſhall doom thee —— 

Der. Tis but Death at laſt, 

And I will ſuffer greatly for the Cauſe 

That urg'd me firſt to the bold Deed. 

Tam. Oh, impious! 

Enthuſiaſm thus makes Villains, Martyrs. 

Pauſing. ] It ſhall be ſo To die! *twere a Reward — 
ow learn the difference twixt thy Faith and mine: 

Thine bids thee lift thy Dagger to my Throat, 

Mine can forgive the Wrong, and bid thee live. 

'Keep thy own wicked Secret, and be ſafe: 

If thou continu'ſt ſtill to be the ſame, 

"Tis Puniſhment enough to be a Villain: 

If thou repent'(t, I have gain'd one to Virtue, 

And am, in that, rewarded for my Mercy. 

Hence! from my Sight! — It ſhocks my Soul, to think 

That there is ſuch a Monſter in my Kind, ¶ Exit Derviſe, 

Whither will Man's Impiety extend? 

Oh grecious Heav'n! do'ſt thou with-hold thy Thunder, 

When bold Aſſaſſines take thy Name upon em, 

And ſwear, they are the Champions of thy Cauſe ? 

Enter Mone ſes. 

Mon. Oh, Emperor! before whoſc awful Throne F kneeling 
Tb'affl ct:d never kneel in vain for Juſtice, 50 Tam. 
Undone, and ruiud, blafted in my Hopes. 

Here let me fall before your ſacred Feet, 

And-pgrown out my Misfortunes, till your Pity, 

(The laſt upport and Refuge that is left me) 

Shall raiſe rae from the Ground, and bid me live. 


Tam, 
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LA Tam. Riſe, Prince, nor let me reckon up thy Worth. 
| And tell, how boldly That might bid thee ask, 
—— Area 1 ſhould make a Merit of my Juſtice, 
d offer: The common D:bt 1 owe to thee, to All, 
Ev'n to the meaneſt of Mankind, the Charter I 
ipperz I By which I claim my Crown, and Heav'n's Protection: 
n him. Speak then as to a'King, the Sacred Name | 
etch Where Pow'r is lodg'd, for Righteous Ends alone. 
le Mon. One only Joy, one Bleſſmg, my fond Heart 
Had fix d its Wiſhes on, and that is loſt ;. 
That Siſter, for whoſe Safety my fad Soul 
Endur'd a thouſand Fears.— - 
Tam. I well remember, 
When-ere the Battle join'd, I ſavy thee firſt; 
Wirh Grief uncommor-to a Brother's Love, 
— Thou told'ſt a moving Tale of her Mistortunes, 
5 Such as beſpoke my Pity. Is there ought 
Thou canſt demand from Friendſhip? ask and have it. 
Mon. Firſt, oh! let me entreat your Royal Goodneſs?” 
Forgive the Folly of a Lover's Caution, 
That forg'd a Tale of Falſhood to deceive you: 
Said I, ſhe was my Siſter? —— Oh! 'tis falſe, 
She holds a dearer Intereſt in my Soul, 
Such as the cloſeſt ties of ne er knew: 
hink An Inrreſt, ſuch as Pow'r, Wealth and Honour 
ervik, Can't buy, but Love, Love only can beſtow ;-. 
She was the Miſtreſs of my Vows; my Bride, 
Jer, By Contract mine; and long ere this, the Prieſt” 
Had ty'd the Knot for ever, had not BajaZetmmmmems 
Tam, Ha! Bajazet! — If yet his Pow'r with-holds 
The Cauſe of all thy Sorrows, all thy Fears, | 
eeling Ev 'n Gratitude for once ſhall gain upon him, 
Tam. Spight of his Savage Temper, to reſtore her. 
This Morn a Soldier brought a Captive Beauty, 
Sad tho' ſhe ſeem'd, yer of a Form moſt rare, 
By much the nobleſt Spoil of all the Field: 
Ev'n Scipio, or a Victor yet more cold, 
* at her ſight. 
3 5 
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Struek with a pleaſing Wonder, I beheld her, 
Till by a Slave that waited near ber Perſon, 
I learnt ſhe was the Captive Sultan's Wife; 
Strait I forbid my Eyes the dangerous Joy 
Of gazing long, and ſent her to hbr Lord. 
Mon. There was Moneſes loſt, Too ſure my Heart 
{From the firſt mention of her wond'rous Charms) 
Preſag d it cou'd be only my Arpaſia. 
Tam. Arpaſia! didſt thou ſay ? 
Mon. Yes, my Arpaſia. by 
Tam. Sure I miſtake, or fain I would miſtake thee, 
I nam'd the Queen of Bajaxet, bis Wife, | 
Mon. His Queen! His Wife! He brings that Holy Title 
To varniſh o'er the monſtrous Wrongs he has done me, 
Tam. Alas! I fear me, Prince, thy Griefs are juſt; 
Thou art indeed unhappy —— | 
Mon. Can you pity me, 
And not redreſs? * Oh, Royal Tamerlave! [“ Kneeling, 
Thou Succour of the Wretched, reach thy Mercy, 
To fave me from the Grave, and from Oblivion; 
Be gracious to the Hopes that wait my Youth. 
Oh! let not Sorrow blaſt me, leſt I wither, 
And fall in vile Diſkonour. Let thy Juſtice 
| Reſtore me my Arpaſia; give her back, ö 
Back to my Wiſhes, to my Tranſports give her. 
To my fond, reſtleſs, bleeding, dying Boſom; 
Oh! give her to me yet while I baye Life 
To bleſs thee for the Bounty. Oh, Arpaſca ! : 
Tam. Unhappy Royal Youth, why doſt thou ask, 
What Honour muſt deny? Ha! Is ſhe not | 
His Wife, whom he has wedded, whom enjoy d? 
And would'ſt thou bave my partial Friendſhip break 
That Holy Knot, which ty'd once, all Mankind 
Agree to hold Sacred, and Undiflolyable? 
The Brutal Violence would ſtain my Juſtice, 
And brand me with a Tyrant's hated Name 
To late Poſterity, 
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Mom. Are then the Vows, T 
The Holy Vows we regiſtet d in Heav'o, 
But common Air? N. | 

Tam. Could thy fond Love forget | 
The Violation of a firſt Enjoy ment? 
But Sorrow has diſturb'd aud hurt thy Mind. 

Mon. Perhaps it has, and like an idle Mad man, 
That wanders with a Train gf hooting Boys, 
do a thouſand thiags to ſhyme my Reaſon. 
Then let me fly, and bear my Follies with me 
Far, far from the World's Sight; Honour, and Fame, 
Arms, and the glorious War ſhall be forgotten: 
No noble ſound of Greatneſs, or Ambition, a 
Shall wake my drowyſie Soul from her dead Sleep 
Till the laſt Trump do ſummon. 

Tam. Let hy qt 
Stand up, and anſwer to theſe warring Paſſions, 
That vex thy manly Temper. From the moment 
When firſt 1 ſaw thee, ſamething wondrous noble 
Shone thro thy Form, and won wy Friendſhip for thee, 
Without the tedious Form of long Acquaintance; 
Nor will 1 loſe thee pagrly for a Woman. 
Come droop no more, thou ſhalt with me purſue 
True Greatneſs, till we rife to Immortality; 
Thou ſhalt forget theſe leſſer Cares, Moneſes, 
Thou ſhalt, and help me to reform the World. 

Mon. So the good Genius warns hig mortal Charge, 
To fly the evil Fate, that ſtill purſues hic, 
Till it have wrought his Ruin. Sacred Tamerlanse, 
Thy Words are as the Breath of Angels to me: 
But oh! too deep the wounding Grief. is fixt 
For any Hand to heal. | 

Tam. This dull Deſpair 
Is the Soul's Lax ine ſʒ: Rouſe to the Combat, 
And thou art ſure to conquer. War ſhall reſtore thee; 
The Sound of Arms Hall wake thy martial Ardcur, 
And cure this amorous Sickneſs of thy Soul, 
Begun by Sloth, and nurs'd by too much Eaſe 3 
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The idle God of Love ſupinely dreams, 

Amidft inglorious Shades and purling Streams; 

In roſie Fetters, and fantaſtick Chains, 

He binds deluted Maids and ſimple Swains, 

With ſoft Enjoymente, wooes em to forget 

The hardy Toils, and Labours of the Grear. 

But if the warlike Trumpet's loud Alarms 

To virtuous Acts excite, and manly Arms; 

The Coward Boy avows his abject Fear, | 

Oa filken Wings Sublime he cuts the Air, \ 

Scar d at the noble Noiſe, and Thunder of the War. 
Exeunt. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
SCENE, Bajazet's Tevt. 


Enter Haly, and the Derviſe. . . 


Ha. TO 'ſcape with Life from an Attempt like this 
Demands my Wonder juftiy. | 
Der. True, it may; | 
But tis a DE of his new Faith; 
"Tis what bis Chriſtian Favourites have inſpir'd, 
Who fondly make a Merit of Forgiveneſs, 
And give their Foes a ſecond Opportunity, 
If the firſt Blow ſhould miſs: Failing ro ſerve 
The Sultan to my With, and ev'n deſpairing 
Of further means, t effect his Liberty, 
A lucky Accident retriev'd my Hopes. | 
Ha. The Prophet, and our er will reward 
Thy Zeal in their hehalf : but ſpeak thy Purpoſe, 
Der. Juſt ent ring here I met the Tartar General, 
Fierce Omar. 
Ha, He commands (if I miſtake not) 
T his Quarter of the Army, and our Guards, 
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Der. The ſame ; by bis ſtern Aſpeck, and the Fires © | 
That kindled in his Eyes, I gueſs'd the Tumult 


Some Wrong bad rais d in his tempeſtuous Soul: as 


A Friendſhip of old Date had giv'n me Privilege, 
To ask of his Concerns ; In ſhort I learn d. 
That burning for the Sultans beaureous Daughter, 
He had beg d her, as a Captive of the War, 
From Tamerlane ; bur meeting with denial 

Of what he thought bis Services might claim, 
Loudly he ſtorms, and curſes the Italian, 

As cauſe of this Affront: I join'd his Rage, 

And added to his In jur ĩes, the Wrongs | 
Our Prophet daily meets from this Axalla. 

But ſce, he comes. Improve what I ſhall tell; 


And all we wiſh is ours. 
[They ſeem 10 talk together aſide 
Enter Omar. 
Om. No if forgive it, 


Diſhonour blaſt my Name ; was it for this 
That I directed his firſt Steps to Greatneſs ? 
Taught him to climb, and made him what he is? 
When our great Cam firſt bent his Eyes towards him, 


(Then petty Prince of Parthia) and by me 


Perſuaded, rais'd him to his Daughter's Bed, 
Call'd him his Son, and Succeſſor of Empire: 
Was it for this, that like a Rock I ſtood, 
And ſtemm'd the Torrent of our Tartar Lords, 
Who ſcorn'd his upſtart Sway ? When Calibes 
In bold Rebellion drew ev'n half the Provinces 
To own his Cauſe, I, like his better Angel, 
Stood by his ſhaking Throne, and fixt it faſt? . 
And am I now fo loſt to his Remembrance? 
That when I ask a Captive, he ſhail tell me, 
She is Axalla's Right, his Chriſtian Minion! 

Dey. Allow me, valiant Omar, to demand, . 
Since injur'd thus, by right you not your ſelf? 
The Prize you ask is in your Power, 

cs Om; 
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And that Italian Dog. | 
Ha. What need of Force, hs 
When every thing concurs to meet your Wiſhes ? 
Our mighty Maſter would not wiſh a Son 
Nobler than Omar; from a Father's hand p 
Receive that Daughter, which ungrateful Tamerlane 
Has to your Worth deny'd, 
Om. Now by my Arms, | oy 
It will be great Revenge. What will your Sultan 
Give to the Man that ſhall reſtore his — | 
his Hatred 


His Crown ? and give bim Pow'r to wr 
Upon his greateſt Foe? 

Pr 1, All he 3% ask, N 

Aud far beyond his Wiſh, _—— Trumpets: 
Om. Theſe Trumpets ſpeak | [ 

The Emperor's 4 be comes, once more, 

To offer Terms of Peace ; retire — within 

I will know farther, — he grows deadly to me, 

And curſe me, Prophet, if I not repay ; ' 


His Hate, with retribution full as mortal. [Exenne. 


Scene draws, diſcovers Arpalia lying on a Couch, 


A SONG to Sleep, By a Lady. 
7 Thee, oh ! gentle Sleep alone 
ny owin 9 12 * 
By Thee our Foys are heighten d. | 
55 Thee our Sorrows ceaſe. : 
The Nymph, whoſe Hand, by Fraud, or Force, 
Some re ea? 
By Thee, obtaining a Divorce, 
In her own Choice, is bleſ, s 
Oh! ſtay; Arpaſia bids thee ſtay, 
The ſadly weeping Fair 
| Conjures Thee, not to loſe in Day 
lhe Object of her Care, 


kun * 
", 


Still muſt my weary Rye-lids vainly wake 

In tedious Expectation of thy Peace: 

Why ſte thy thouſand thouſand Doors fill open, 

To take the Wretched in? if ſtern Religion 

Guards every Paſſage, and forbids my Entrance? 

Lucrece could bleed, and Porcia ſorallow Fire, | 

When urg'd with Griefs beyond a mortal Sufferance; 

But here it muſt nat be. Think then, Lypaſea, 

Think on the Sacred Dictates of thy Faith, 

And let that erm thy Virtue, to perform 

What Cato s Daughter durſt not, Live Arpaſia, 

And dare to be unhappy. LES 
Bnuter Tamerhane, and Attendants. 

Tam. When Fortune ſmiles upon the Soldiers Arms, 
And adds ev'n Beauty to adorn bis. Conqueſt, e 
Yer ſhe ordains, the Fair ſhould know no Fears, 

No Sorrows, to pollute their lovely Eyes; 

But ſhould be us'd ev'n nobly, as her ſelf, | 

The Queen and Goddefs of the Warrior's Vows, — 
Such Welcome, as a Camp can give, fair Sultaneſe, 
We bope yay have receiv'd ; It ſhall be 
And better as it may, 

Arp. Since I have born 
That miſerable Mark of fatal Greatneſs, 
I have forgot all difference of Conditions, 

Scepters and Fetters are grown equal to me, 
And the beſt Change, my Fare can bring, is Death, 

Tam. When Sorrow dwells in fuch an Angel Form, 
Well may we gueſs, that thoſe above are Mourners; 
Virtue is wrong'd, and bleeding Innocence : 
Suffers fame wond'rous Violation here, | 
To make the Saints look ſad. Oh! teach my Power 
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To cure thoſe Ills, which you unjuſtly ſuffer, 
Leſt Heav 'n ſhould wreſt it from my idle Hand, 
It-I look on, and ſee you weep in vain. | 
. Not that my Soul diſcains the generous Aid 

Thy Royal Goodneſs proffers ; but oh! Emperors f 
It is not in my Fate to be made happy: | 
Nor will 1 liſten to the Cos ner, Hope; C 
But ſtand reſolv d, to bear the beating Storm, a n 
That roars around me; fafe in this alone, 
That I am not Immortal. Tho' tis hard, 
*Tis wond'rous bard, when I remember thee 
(Dear Native Greece) and you, ye weeping Maids, 
That were Companions of my Virgin Youth: 
My noble Parents f Oh! the grief of Heart! 
The Pangs, that, for unhappy me, bring down | 
Their reverend Ages to the Grave with Sorrow: 
And yet there is a Woe ſurpaſſing all 
Ye Saints and Angels, give me of your Conſtancy, 
If you expecł I ſhall endure it long. | 

Tam. Why is wy Pity all that I can give. 
To Tears like yours? And yet I fear tis all; 
Nor dare Þ ask, what mighty Loſs you mourn, 
Leſt Honour ſhould forbid to give it back. 

Arp. No, Tamerlane, nor did I mean thou ſhould'R: . 
Bur know (tho' to the weakneſs of my Sex 
J yield theſe Tears). my Soul is more than Man. 

Think am born a Greek, nor doubt my Virtue: 
A Greek! from whoſe fam'd Anceſtors of old, 
Rome drew the Patterns of her boaſted Heroes: 
They muſt be mighty. Evils, that can vanquiſn 
A Spartan Courage, and a Chriſtian Faich.. 

Evter- Baj-zet. 

Baj. To know no thought of Reſt! to have the Mind 
Still miniftring freſh Plagues ! a8 in a Circle, ö 
Where one Diſhonour treads upon another; 

What know the Fiends beyond it?——#* Ha! by Hell! 
F *. Seeing Arp, and Tam: 
Tl ere wanted only this, to make me mad. 
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Comes he to th. here ? to rob my Love? 
And violate the aſt Retreat of Hs ineſs? * 

Tum. But that I read upon thy frowning Brow, 

That War yet lives, and in thy Breaſt;. 

Once more (in pity to the ſuff ring World) 

J meant to offer Peace. | 

Bai. And mean'ft thou too 2 | 

To treat it with our Empreſs ? and to barter | - = 
The Spoils, which Fortune gave thee, for her Fayours? | 

Arp. What wou'd the Tyrant? —— LAſida. 

Baj. Seek ſt thou thus our Friendſhip?” | 
Is this the Royal Uſage, thou didit boaſt? 

Tam. The boiling Paſſion that diſturbs thy Soul, 
Spreads Clouds around, and makes thy Purpoſe dark. 
Unriddle what thy myſtick Fury aims at. 

Bj. Is it Riddle Read it there explain d, 

There in my Shame. Now judge me thou, O. Prophet, 
And equal Heaw n, if this demand uot Rage | 
The Peaſant-Hind, , and born to Slavery, Ge 
Yet dares aſſert a Husband's ſacred Right, 

And guard his homely Couch from Violation, 

And ſhall a Monarch tamely bear the Wrong, 

Without complaining? 

Tam. If I could have wrong'd thee, 
If * conſcious Virtue, and all-judging Heay'n | 
Stood not between, to bar ungovern'd Appetite; . | 
What hinder'd, but in ſpight of thee, my Captive, 

I might bave us d a Vittor's boundleſs Power, 
And ſated every Wiſh my Soul could form? 

But to ſecure thy Fears, know, Bajaxet. 

This is among the Things I dare not do. 

Bj. By Hell! ris falſe ; elſe, wherefore art thou preſent ?- 

What cam'ſt thou for, but to undo my Honour? 
I found thee holding amorous Parly with her, 

Gazing, and gloting on her wanton Eyes, 

And ini eaſures yet to come; 

My Life, I know, is the devoted Price, 

But take it, I am weary of the Pain. 
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Tac Iam a Map, ts hath 
And bars che ud common to May's neue, 1 
The fiery Seeds of Wrath gre in my Temperr, 


And may be blown up to & fierce 2 Blaze, 5 
As Wiſdom cannot rule.” Know, thou haſt toucht we 
Ev'n in the niceſt, tendereſt part Honour. - 
My Honour! which, like Pow'r, . diflaing +. ria ? 
el cans pot blaſted m y fair Virtue's Fame, 
me for a lain and à Tyrant. wh Fay 
AE fd fn | Be te Looker on? 
To ſee my Innocence murder'd and mangled  - * 
By barbarous Hands ? nor can revenge the Wrong 
Art thou a Man, and dar'it thou I ws = he (Bj, 
Haſt thou not torn me from my Native Country? * 
From the dear Arms of m 8 Friends 
From my SouPs Peace, nd from my injur'd Loye? | 
Haſt mod not ruin d, blotted me for ever, oo hat 
And driv'n me to the brink of black Deſpair ; 
And is it in thy Malice yet, to add ae, 
A Wound more deep, to fully my white Name 
My virtue? — 0d. Tus tan 
Baj. Yes, thou haſt thy Sexes Virtues, | * 
Their worn Pegs, * None, No. "Ie 
Proneneſs to c ey rom tne fo em: 
So gracious is — Idol, dear Van | 2 Ws 
That for another Love you would foregg 
An 3 8 to win le wh « Doe, . 4 
ev'ry State, and or Men e 
— your large Experience takes in > þ * 
The NN —_ — the Peopled Eartk | 
Arp. Why ſoug ou not fol thy own erer. 
A Wike like one of theſe? for ſuch & Race che 
(If humane Nature brings forth ſuch) affords. 
Greece, for chaſte Virgins fam d, and pious Marne 
Teems not with ers, like your. Twhiſb Wir 


Whom guardian Eunuchs, h and deform'd, 
Whom Walls and Bars make Fpnel by n Pq 
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Enove, I deteſt; like Hell, the Crime thqy-mention'ſt:. 
Not that L fear, or reverence thee, thou Tyrant: 
= — 5 — — — 
Sits u d in ita em , 
And ſcorns to mingle with a Thaught ſo mean. 
Tam. Oh Pity! that a Greatneſs ſo divige 
Should meet a Fate fo wretched, ſo unequal. —— | 
Thou blind and wilful, to the Good that courts thee; ¶ N 
With open-handed Bounty Heav'n purſues thee, | 
And bids thee (undeſerving as thou art,. , 
And monſtrous in thy Crimes) be happy yet:. 
Whilſt thou, in Fury, do ſt avert he Blatings, | 
And art an evil Genius to thy ſelf. | 3 
Baj. No — Thou! thou art my greateſt Curſe on Earth 
Thoy, who haſt robb d me of my Crown and Glory, - 
And now purſu'ft me to the Verge of Life, , | 
To ſpoil me of my Honour. Thou! thou Hypocrite! 
That wear'ſt a Pageant out-fide ſhew of Virtue, 
To cover the hot Thoughts that glow within, 
Thou rank Adulterer | | 
Tam. Oh ! that thou wert 
The Lord of all thoſe Thouſands, that lie breathleſs _ 
On yonder Field af Blood : That I again 
Might hunt thee in the Face of Death and Danger. 
Through the tumultuous Battle, and there force thee, 
Vanquiſh'd and ſinking underneath my Arm, 
To __ 7 ey ——_ me, like a Villain, - 
j. Ha! does it gail thee, Tartar? By Revenge, 
It jon me much, to find thou feel'ſt _ Fury. 
Yes! I will Zocho to thee, thou Adulterer! | 
Thou doſt profane the Name of King and Soldier, 
And like a Rufftan-Bravo cam'ſt with Force 
To violate the Holy Marriage-Bed. 
Tam, Wer't thou not ſhelter'd by thy abje& State, 
The Captive of my Sword, by my juſt Anger! 
My Breath, like Thunder, ſhould confound thy Pride, 
And doom thee dead, this inftaat, with 4 Word. 11 
Baj.'Tis falſe! my Fate zabove thee, and thou dar ſt not. 
3 Tam. 
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Naum. Ha! dere not? Thou haſt rais'd my pond'rous Rage, 

And now it falls to cruſh thee at a Blow. 

A Guard thee. “ Seize and drag him to his Fate. 
Eier a Guard, they ſeize Bajazet: 

Tyrant, I'1t do a double . on thee, | 

At once revenge my ſelf, and all Mankind. 

3j. Well do'ſt thou, Cer thy Violence and Luft 
Invacge my Bed, thus to begin with Murder; 
al thy Fears in Blood, and fin ſecurely. 


Bong lng, J Ob ft l charge We en 
. kneeling. } y! t 8 
By tba bright Glory, thy great Soul purſues! 
Call back the Doom of Death. 
' Tam. Fair injur'd Excellence, 


Why doſt thou kneel, and waſte ſuch precious Pray ra. 


(As might ev'n bribe the Saints to Juſtice) 
For one to Goodneſs loſt? who firſt- undid thee, 
Who ſtill purſues, and aggtavates the Wrong. 
. By Alba! 0 — I will not wear a Life 
Bought with ſuch vile Diſhonour.—— Death ſhall free me 
At once from Infamy, and thee, thou Traytreſs! 
No matter, tho the whiſtling Winds grow loud, 


And the rude Tempeſt roars, tis idle Rage, 


Oh! mark it not. But let thy ſteady Virtue 
Be conſtant to its Temper ; fave his Life, 
And fave Arpaſia from the ſport of Talkers. 


Think, how the buſie, medling World ſhall toſs 


Thy mighty Name about, in ſcurril Mirth; 
Shall brand thy Vengeance, as a foul Deſign, 
And make ſuch monſtrous Legends of our Lives, 
As late Poſterity ſhall bluſh in ing. 

Tum. Oh matchleſs. Virtue! Yes, I will obey; 
Tho Lappard in the Race, admiring yet, 
I will purſue the ſhining Path thou tread'ft, 
Sultan, be ſafe, Reaton reſumes her Empire, J The Guards 
And I am cool again. Here break we of Ureleaſa Baj. 
Left further Speech ſhould miniſter new Rage, 


Wiſely 
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0 Wiſely from dangerous Paſſions I retreat. 
To keep a Conqueſt, which was hard to get: | 
And oh! 'tis time I ſhou'd for Flight prepare, 8 | 


A War more fatal ſeems to threaten there, 
And all my Rebel-blood affiſts the Fair: | 
One moment more, and I too late ſhall find, ö 
That Love's the ſtrongeſt Pow'r that lords it o er the Mind. : 
[ Exit Tamerlane followed by the Guards. 
Bai. To what new Shame, what Plague am | reſerv'd 
Why did my Stars refuſe me to die warm? cit 4 
While yer my Regal State ſtood unimpeach'd, 
_ knew the 12 =_— 9 ry me; 
Then too (altho' the Joy 
My Love was bite! nor felt Teck of doubt: 
Why haſt thou forc'd this nauſeous Life upon me? 
Is it to triumph over me? — But I will, oh 
I will be free, 1 will forget thee all; 
=» 32 the Sweet, . _ 
cat expunge ak once, e my - 
nd Prophet, take notice, I diſclaim thy Paradiſe, 
Thy fragrant Bow'rs, and everlaſting Shades, | 
. Thou haſt plac'd Woman there, and all thy Joys ere taiated: 
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Succeeding one another in their Courſe, 

Like Drops of cating Water on the Marble, 

At length have worn my boaſted Courage down: 

I will indulge the Woman in my Soul, 

And give a looſe to Tears, and to Impetience; 

Death is at laſt my due, and | will have it. | 

And ſee, the poor Moneſes comes to take | 


4 


id One fad Adieu, and hen we part for ever. 
4 Moen, Already — * 

. am i onward of my Wey; 
iy Thy tunefal Voice comes like a bollow Souad 
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At diſtance to my Ears. My Eyes grow heavy, 
And all the glorious Lights of Heav'n look dim; 
Tis the laſt Office-they ſhall ever do me, 
To view thee once, and then to cloſe and die. 
Arb. Alas! how happy have we been, Moneſes ?- 
Ye gentle Days, that once were ours; what Joys 
Did every chearful Morning bring along? 
No Fears, no Jealouſies, no angry Parents, 
That for unequal Births, or Fortunes, frown'd; _ 
But Love, that kindly join'd our Hearts, to ble ſs us 
Made us a Blefling too to all beſides. | of 
Mon. Ob! caſt not thy Remembrance back, Arpaſia. 
"Tis Grief unutterable, tis DiſtraRion ! | 
But let this laſt of Hours be peaceful Sorrows, 
Here let me kneel, and pay my lateſt Vows; 
Be witneſs all ye Saints, thou Heay'n and Nature, 
Be witneſs of my Truth, for you have knows it; 
Be witneſs, that I never knew a Pleaſure, 
In all the World cou d offer, like Ar paſia; 
Be witneſs, that I liv d but in Arpaſia 
And oh! . —— 2 kilbd pay ts 
While thou art ing, Life begins to fail. 
Fe (nn tender Accent chills like Death. 
Oh! let me haſte then yet, &er Day declines, - 
And the long Night prevail, once more, to tell thee 
What, and how dear Maneſes bas been to me. 
Brothers, or Fathers, -Hysbands, all are poor: 
Moneſes is my felt, in my found Heart, © 
Ev'n in my vital Blood he lives and reigns; 
The laſt dear Object of my parting Soul 
Will be Moneſes ;- the laſt Breath that lingers 
Within my panting Breaſt, ſhall figh Moneſes. 
Mon. It is enough! Now to thy Reſt, my Soul, 
The World and than bgve made an end at once. 
Arp. Fain would I ſtill detain thee, hold thee ill : 
Nor Honour can forbid, that we together 


Should ſhare the poor few Minutes that emen: 
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I ſwear, methinks this ſad Society 3 | 

Has ſomewhat pleaſing in it. Death's, dark Shades 

Seem, as we Journey on, to loſe their Horror: 

At near approach the Monſters form'd by Fear 

Are vaniſht' ll, and leave the Proſpect clear: 

Amidſt the gloomy Vale, a pleaſing Scene 

With Flow'rs adorn'd, and never- fading Green, 

Inviting ſtands to take the Wretched i | 

No Wars, no Wrongs, no Tyrants, no Deſpair, 

Diſturb the Quiet of a Place ſo fair, 

But injur'd Lovers find Elixium there. _  [Examn. 
Enter Baj1zet, Omar, Holy, and the Derviſe. 

Baj. Now by the glorious Tomb that ſhrigesour Pcophet, 

By Mecca's ſacred Temple! bere I ſwear ! 

Our Daughter is thy Bride ; and to that Gift 

Such Wealth, ſuch Pow'r, ſuch Honours will I add, 
That Monarchs ſhall with Envy view thy State, 

And own, Thou art a Demy-God to them. 1 
Thou haſt giv'n me what I wiſh'd, Power of Revenge; 
And when a King rewards, 'tis awple Retribution. 

Om, Twelve Tartar Lords, each potent in his Tribe, 
Have ſworn to own my Cauſe, and draw their Thouſands. 
To-morrow, from th*ungrateful Parthian's (ide; 
The Day declining ſeems to yield to Night. 

E'er little more than halt her Courſe be ended, 
In an auſpicious Hour prepare for Flight ; 

Tue Leaders of the Troops thro which we paſs, 
Rais'd by my Pow'r, devoted to my Service, 
Shall make our Paſſage ſecret, and ſecure, 

Der. Already, mighty Sultan, art thou ſafe, 
Since by yon paſſing Torches Light, I gueſs 
To his Pavillion Tamerlaue retires, 

Attended by a Train of waiting Courtiers. 
All, who remain withia theſe Tents, are thine, 
And hail thee, as their Lord. 

Ha, th' Italian Prince, | 

With ſad Moneſes, are not yet gone forth. | 

Baj. Ha! With our Queen and Daughter? © | 

om. 


56 TAMERLANE. 
Om. are ours; ; 
I on. rome who waited on Axalla; 


They, when the Emperor paſt out, preſt on 
And mingled with the Crowd,” nor ny 


He is your Aer Sir; I go this . 
To ſeize, and bring him, to receive hi 
* Exit Omar. 


Baj. Haſte, Haly, follow, and ſecure the Greek; | 
Him too I wiſh to keep within my Power.. [Exit Haly. 

Der, If my dread Lord permit his Slave to ſpeak, . 

I would adviſe to ſpare Axalla's Life, 
Till we are ſafe beyond the Parthian's Power: 
Him, as our Pledge of Safety, may we hold; 
And, could you gain him to aſſiſt your Flight, 
It might import you much. 
Ba4. Thou Counſel''ft well; 

And tho' I hate him, for be is a Chriſtian, 
And to my mortal Enemy devoted. 
Yet to ſecure my Liberty, and Vengeance; 
I wiſh he now were ours. 
Der. And ſee ! they come! 

Fortune repents, again ſhe-courts your Side, 
And, with this firſt fair Offering of Succeſs, 
She woes you, to forget her Crime of yeſterdax. 
Enter Omar with Axalla Priſoner, Selima following weepmg. 

Ax. | wo'not call thee Villain, tis a Name 

Too boly for thy Crime; to break thy Faith, 

And turn a Rebel to ſo good a Maſters- 

Is an Ingratitude unmatch'd on Earth; 

The firſt revolting Angel's Pride cou d only 

Do more, tham thou haſt done. Thou Copy'ſt well, 
And keep'ſt the black Original in view. 

Om. Do, Rage, and vainly call upon thy Maſter, 
To fave his Minion ; my Revenge has caught thee, 
And I will make thee curſe that fond Preſumption, 
3 — 

. iſtian, 7 Fate at my 
Ine only way remains to Mercy open. 
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Be Partner of my „ and m EIS: 
And thou art ſafe. K 5 other ae a Death: | 
Om, What means the Sultan? 
Der. 1 conjure you, bold e Þ 
Your Rival is devoted to Deſtruction, [ 4{ide to Omar! 
Nor would the Sultan now defer his Fate | 
c But for our common Safety Liſten further. — 4 
Ax. Then briefly thus. Death is the Choice 
| Since, next to Heav'n, my Maſter and my Friend 
Has Intereſt in my Life, and ſtill ſhall claim it. 
27 Then take thy Wiſh —— Call in our Mutes. 
Sel. My Father, 
If yet you have not ſworn to caſt me off, 
And turn me out, to wander in Misfortune; 
If yet my Voice be gracious in your Ears; 
If yet my Duty and my Love offend not, 
Oh! call your Sentence back, and ſave Axalls. 
Baj. Riſe, Selim ; the Slave deſerves to die, 
Who durft, with ſullen Pride, refuſe my Mercy: 
Yet, for thy ſake, once more I offer Life. 
Sel. Some Angel whiſper to my anxious Soul 
What I ſhall do to ſave him. Oh! Axalla! 
Is it ſo eaſie to thee, to forſake me? | 
h Can'ſt thou reſolve, with all this cold Indifference; 
* Never to ſee me more? To leave me here 
The miſerable Mourner of thy Fate, 
Condemn'd, to waſte my Widow'd Virgin Youth, - 
My tedious Days and Nights in Whely Weepi 
And never _ the W. - Comfort more? . 

Ax. Search not too deep the Sorrows of my Breaſt; - 
Thou ſay ſt, I am indifferent, and cold. TY Mc 
Oh! is it poſſible, my Eyes ſhould tell 
So little of the fighting Storm within, | 
Oh ! turn thee from me, ſave me from thy Beauties, 
Falſhood and Ruin all look lovely there, 

Oh ! let my lab ring Soul yet ſtruggle thro! — 
I wil! reſolve to dic, and leaye thee, 


Bag, 
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Baj. Then let him die He trifles with wy Favour; 
I have too long attended bis Reſolves. . 
Sel. Oh! ſtay a Minute, yet a Minute longer; [To Ba. 
A Minute is a little ſpace in Life: | 
.1 There is a kind Conſenting in his Eyes; 
And 1 ſhall win him to your Royal Will. 
Obl my Axalla ! ſeem but to conſent —— [To Axalla aſide. 
Unkind and Cruel, will you then do nothing? 
I find, I am not worth thy leaſt of Cares. 4 
Ax. Oh ! labour not to hang Diſhonour on me: 
I could bear Sickneſs, Pain, and Poverty, 
Thoſe mortal Evils worſe than Death, for thee. 


But this It has the force of Fate againſt us, 
And cannot be. 2 
Sel, See, ſee, Sir, he relents, [To Bajazet, 


Already he inclines to own your Cauſe: 
A little longer, and he is all yours. | 

Baj. Then mark how far a Father's Fondneſs yields: 
Till Midnight I defer the Death he merits, , ' 
And give him up till then to thy Perſuaſion. 

If by that time he meets my Will, he lives; 
If not, thy ſelf ſhalt ewn, he dies with Juſtice. 
Ax. 'Tis but to lengthen Life upon the Rack. 
I am reſoly'd already. 
Sel. Oh ! be ſtill, 
Nor raſhly urge a Ruin on us both; 
Tis but a moment more I have to ſave thee. 
Be kind, auſpicious Alla, to my Pray'r; 
More for my Love, than for my Self, I fear; . 
Neglect Mank ind awhile, and make him all thy Care. 
5 Extunt Axalla and Selima. 

Baj. Moneſes ! ls that Dog ſecur'd? 

Om. He is. 

Baj. Tis well — My Soul perceives returning Greatneſs, 
As Nature feels the Spring. Lightly ſhe bounds, _ 
And ſhakes Diſhonour, like a Burden, from her, 
Once more Imperial, awful, and her ſelf, | 

So 


t. 
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So when of old. bee from the Titans fled. 


Ammon's rude Front his rad isnt Face bely'd, 
And all the Majeſty of Heavn lay hid. 
Ar length by Fate to Pow'r Divine reſtor d, ' 
His Thunder taught the World to know its Lord, 8 
The God grew terrible again, and was again ador d. | 
1 . ¶Exeumt. 
—  — — — — — 
ACT V. SCENE I. 
SCENE, Bajazct's Text. 
Enter Arpaſia. 

Cure *cis a Horror, more than Darkneſs brings, 
* 8 That fits upon the Night ; Fate is abroad. 
Some ruling Fiend hangs in the dusky Air, 
And ſcatters Ruin, Death, and wild DiftraRtion, 
O'er all the wretched Race of Man below: 

Not long ago, a Trovp 6f ghaſtly Slaves 
Ruſh'd in, arid forc'd Moneſes from my Sight; 
Death hung ſo heavy on his drooping Spirits, 
That ſcarcely could he fay Farewel —— for ever. 
And yet, mcthinks, ſome gentle Spirit whiſpers, 
Thy Peace draws near, Arpiſia, ſigh no more. 
And ſce the King of Terrors 1s at hand; 
His Miniſter appears. 
"© "Enger Bajazet and Haly. 

Baj. aſide to Hay. reſt 1 leave 
To thy diſpatch. For ob! my faithful Haly, 
Another Care has taken up thy Maſter; | 
Spight of the high-wrought Tempeſt in my Soul, 
Spight of the Pangs, which Jealouſic has coſt me; 
This * Woman reighs within my Breaſt: 
In vain I rive to put her from my Thoughts, 
To drive her our with Empire, and Revenge: 
Still ſhe comes back like à retiring Tide, 
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That Ebbs a while, but ſtrait returns again, 

n > 
Ha, Why wears ON 

An 3 his Power commands? | 

When — — ou ſhall ere long 

Have born the — _ your Foes, . 

She muſt be yours, be only, and all yours. h 
Baz. On — Fear, Yes! I muſt have her; 

I own, 1 will not, cantiot go without her 8 

But ſuch is the Condition of our Flight, 

That ſhould ſhe not conſent, twfyould hex ard all, 

To bear her hence by force: Thus I reſolve then. 

By Threats, and Pray'rs, by ev'ry way to moye her; 

If all prevail not, Force is left, at laſt; 

And I will ſet Life, Empire on the Venture, 

To keep her mine Be near, to wait my Will. 


[Exit Haly, 
When laſt we parted, twas on Terms, 
Let the remembrance die, or kindly think _ 
That jealous Rage is but a haſty Flame, _ 
That blazes out, when Love too fiercely burns. 
Arp. For thee to wrong me, and for me to ſuffer, 
Ts the hard Leſſon that my Soul has learnt; 
And now I ſtand prepar'd for all to come: 
Nor is it worth my leiſure to diſtinguiſh, - 
If Love, or ſealouſie commit the Violence; 
Pach have been fatal to my Peace, 
Confirming me a Wrerch, and thee a Tyrant. 8 
Baj. Still to deform thy gentle Brow with Frowns! 
And itill to be perverſe! It is a manner 8 
Abhorrent from the Softneſs of thy Sex: 
Women, like Summer Storms, a-while are 
Burſt out in Thunder, and impetuous Show'rs; 
But ſlrait the Sun of Beauty dawns abroad. 
And all the fair Horizon is ſerene, 
— Then to retrieve the Honour of my Sex; 
Here I diſclaim that Changing, and Incoaftancyy 
To Thee I will be ever, as 1 am, 
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Baj. Thou ſay ſt, L am 4 Tyrant. ; think fo ſtill, 
And let it warn thy Prudence, to lay hold * 
On the good Hour of Peace, that courts thee no-: 
Souls form'd like mine; brook being ſcorn d, but ill 
Be well advis'd, and profi: by my Patieuce, 
It is a ſhort-liv'd Virtue. 

Turn thy Eyes x 

Back on the Story of my Woes, Barbarian, 
Thou that haſt violared all Reipects 
Due to my Sex, and Honour of my Birth, 
Thou brutal Raviſher ! that haft undone me, 
Ruin d my Love! Can I have Peace with thee? 
Impoſſible!” firſt Heav'n and Hell ſhall join, 
They only differ more, 

Baj. I ſee, tis vain, | 
To court thy ſtubborn Temper with Endearmenti 
Reſcive this moment, to return my Love, 
And be the willing Partner of my Flight, 
Or by the Prophet 's holy Law? thou dy!'ſt. 

Arp. And doſtthou hope to fright me with the Fantome? 
Death! Tis the Mercy can ſt give ʒ 
So frequent are the Murders of thy Reign, 
One Day ſcarce paſſing by unmark d Blood, 
That Children, by long uſe, have learnt to ſcorn it: 
Know, I diſdain to aid thy treach'rous. purpoſe, 
And ſhould'ſt thou dare to force me, with my Cries 
I will call Heav'n and Earth to my Aſſiſtance. 
Stall ind» Fakes w thy foallag Hem, 

2 e to thy i 

And rack thee worſe, than all the Pains of Death. 
That Gracias Dog, the Minion-1of thy Wies, 
Shall be dragg'd forth, and butcher d in thy fights 
Thou ſhalt him, when his Pangs are terrible; 
Then, when he ſtares, and gaſps, and ſtruggles ſtronglys 
Ev'n in the bittereſt Agony of dying: [TP 
Till thou ſhale rend thy Hair, tear out thy Eyes, ‚ 
And curſe thy Pride * my Vengeance. 


* 
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p. Ob! fatal 1 All my Pow'rs give way, - 
And Reſolution — at the 22 
A Flood of Paſſion riſes in my Breaſt. * 
And labours fiercely upward to my Eyes. 
Come, all ye great Examples of my Ser, 
Chaſt Virgins, tender Wives, and pious Matrons; | 
Ye holy Martyrs, who, with wond'rous Faith, 
And Conftancy unſhaken, have ſuſtain'd 
The Rage of Cruel Men, and fiery Perſecution 3 . 
Come to my Aid, and teach me to deſie 
The Malice of this Fend. I feel, I feel 
Your ſacred Spirit arm me to Reſiſtance. 
Yes, Tyrant, I will ſtand this ſhock of Fate; 
Will live to triumph o'cr thee, for a Moment; 
Then die well pleas d, and follow my Moneſes, 
Baj. Thou talk'ſt it well: But talking is thy Privilege, 
*Tis all the boaſted Courage of thy Sek; 
Tho', for thy Soul, thou dar'ſt not meet the Danger. 
r. By all my of Happineſs! I dare —— 
My Soul is come within her ken of Heav'n; 
Charm'd with the Joys and Beauties of that place, 
Her Thoughts, and all her Cares ſhe fixes there, 
And 'tis in vain for thee to rage below: | 
Thus Stars ſhine bright, and keep their place above, 
Tho' ruffling Winds deform this lower World. 
Baj. This Moment is the Tryal. 
Let it come; 
This Moment then ſhall ſhew I am a Greek, 
And ſpeak my Country's Courage in my ſuff ring. 
Baj. Here, Mercy, I diſclaim ther. Mark me, — 
My Love prepares 2 Victim to thy Pride, 
And when it greets thee next, twill be in Blood. [ Ex. Bij. 
Arp. My iieart beats higher, and my nimble Spirits 
Ride {wif iy thro' their purple Channels round: | 
| "Tis the laſt bla e ct Life: Nature revives ' 
j Like a dim winking _ that flaſhes brightly 
Wich parting Light, and ſtrait is Dark for ever. 
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And ſee! my laſt of Sorrows is at hand: 
Neath and Moneſes come together to me; 
As if my Stars, that had fo long been cruel, 
Grew kind at laft, and gave me all I wiſh, 
Enter Moneſes, * ö 
4 Cup of Poiſon and a Bom. firing. 
Mon, I charge ye, O ye Miniſters of Fate, 
Be ſwilt to execute your Maſter's Will, 
Bear me to my Arpaſia ; let me tell her, 
The Tyrant is grown kind. He bids me go 
And die —1 wok Feet. A Joy ſhoots thro 
My drooping Breaſt, as ofren, when the Trumpet 
Has call'd my yourhful Ardour forth to Bartel 3 
High in my Hopes, and raviſht with the Sound, 
I have ruſh'd eager on amidſt the foremoſt, 
To purchafe Victory, or glorious Death. 
Arp. If it be Happineſs, alas! to die, 
To lye forgotten in the filent Grave; | 
To Love, and Glory loſt, and from _—. | 
The great Creator's Works expung d and , 
Then very ſhortly ſhall we both be bappy. _ 
Mon. There is no room for Doubt, tis certain Bliſs; 
The Tyrant's cruel Violence, thy Loſs, 
Already ſeem more light, nor has my Soul 
One unrepented Guilt upon remembrance, 
To make me dread the Juſtice of hereafter ; 
But ſtanding now on the laſt Verge of Life, 
Boldly I view the vaſt Abyſs, Eternity, | 
Eager to plunge, and leave my Woes behind me. 
Arp. By all the Truth of our paſt Lives I vow! 
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To die ! appears a very nothing to me: 


But oh! Moneſes, mould T nor allow 79 Slut 2646 he 
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Somewhat to Love, and to my Sexes tenderneſs 
This very New, I could put off my Being, 

Without a Groan; but to behold thee die 
Nature ſhrinks in me, at the dreadful Thought, 


Ys 


Nor can wy Coaltency gn this Blow, e 
2 
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Mon. Since thou art ar m'd for all things, after Death, 
Why ſhould the Pomp and Preparation of it | 
Be frighttul to thy Eyes.? There's not a Pain, 
Which Age, or Sickneſs brings, the leaſt Diſorder, 
That yexes any pert of this fine Frame, 
” full 2s grievous: All that N feels 
s much, much more. And fee, e it. 
nn. he igns 40. the reſt, erg, who ii « bv: 
mg.to Moneſes. 
Think cer we part 
Mon Of W? 
Arp Of ſomething ſoft, 
Tendcr and kind, of nnn ſad. 
Oh! my 9 Soul | 
Mov. My Tongue is ata hot. , 
Thcughts crow: fo faft, thy Name is all I've left, 
M, kindeſt: trueſt! e Arpaſia! n 
Mutes , with him, 
Arp. I havea thouſand thouſand |, ty 
A thouſand more to hear yet. Barbarous Villains! 
a ne 8 Minnge, * to me, Mone ſes 
peak to thee? Tis the Buſineſs of my Life, 
"Tis al all tt mw | haue for vital Air. 
Stand off ye Slaves! To tell thee that my Heart 
Is tull of thee ; that -even at this dread moment 
My fond Eyes gane with Joy r 
and it Celf-arc not ſo fair 
.cc be dl after yeSl 
wherefore 
Ang lid we of the Pain. ri 
Mos. For only Death, 
And the laſt Night can ſhut out my 
IIe Mute, he Moneſes. 
4p. Oh! diſmal! tis not to be born. Ve Moraliſts, 
Ye Talkers, hat ure all your Precepts now? 
Patience! Diftraſtion!, blaſt rt) 2 — blaſt him 
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Love! Death} Moneſes! Nature can no more, 
Ruin is on her, and ſhe ſinks at once. [She ſinks down, 
Baj. Help, Haly, raiſe ber up, and bear her out. 
Ha. Alas! ſhe faints. 
Arp. No, Tyrant, tis in vainz; _- | 
Oh! I am now beyond thy cruel Pow'r: „ 
The Peaceful Slumber of the Grave is on me: | 
Ew'n all the tedious Day of Life I've wander d. 
Bewilder'd with Misfortunes ; 
At length tis Night, and I have reach'd my home:: 
Forgetting all the Toils and Troubles paſt, 
Weary I'il lay me down, and ſleep till Oh! [She dies. 
Bai. Fly, ye Slaves, | 
And fetch me Cordials. No, ſhe ſhall not die. 
Spight of her ſullen Pride, I'll hold in Life, 
And force her to be bleſt againſt her Will. 
: Ha. Already tis beyond the Power of Art; 
» For ſee a deadly Cold has froze the Blood, 
The pliant Limbs grow tiff, and loſe their uſe, 
And all the animating Fire is quench'd ; 
Ev'n Beanty too is dead ; an Pale 
Grows o'er the Roſes, the red Lips have loſt 
Their flagrant Hue, for want of that ſoveet Breath 
That bleſt 'em with ics Odours as it paſt. 
Baj. Can it be poſſible? Can Rage and Grief, 
Can Love and Indignation be ſo fierce, 
So mortal in a Woman's Heart ? Confuſion! 
. Is the eſcap'd then? What is Royalty? 
$ If thoſe, that are my Slaves, and ſhould live for me; 
Can die, and bid Defiance to my Power. 
Enter the Derviſe. 5 
Der. The valiant Omar ſends, to tell thy Greatneſs, 


6. The Hour of Flight is come, and urges haſte; | 
Since he deſtries, near Tamerlane's Pavilion, 
Bright Troops of crowding Torches, who from thence 
On either Hand ſtretch far into the Night, 4 

of And ſeem to form a ſhining Front of Battel. 
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66 TAMEARLAN I. 
Behold, ey'n from this place, thou may ſt diſcern em. 


Baj. By Alba ! yes! they caſt a Day around em. 
Aud de Na — x wi 8 as Heav'n. 
Ha! or my Eyes are falſe, move this way. i 
"Tis certain ſo, Fly; Hay, to our Daughter. ¶ Exit Haly. 
Let ſome ſecure the Chriſtian Prince AHxalla: 
We will be gone this Minute. | 
| Enter Omar. 
om. Loſt! Undone! » - | +43 
| Baj. What meant thou? . 
-- Om. All eur hopes of Flight are loſt. 
Mirvan and Zama, with the Parthian'Horſe, — 
Encluſe us round, they hold us in a Tot. 
Baj. Hal wahence this unc xpected Curſe of Chance 
om. Too late I learnt, that early in the Night 
A Slave was ſuſſer d. by the Princeſ Order, 
To paſs the Guard; I dove the Villain down, © 
Who yielded to his Flight; but that's poor Vengeance. 
That Fugitive has rais q the Camp upon us, 
And unperceiv'd by ſavour of the Night, 
In ſilence they have march to intercept us. 
Baj. My Daughter! ob! the Traitrefs! 
Der Yet, we have þ 
Axalla in our Power, and angry Tamerlane 
Will buy his Favourite's Life, on any Terms. 
Om. With thoſe few Friends I have, I for a while 
Can face their Foree ; if they refuſe us Peace, p 
Revenge ſhall ſweeten Ruin, and *(will Joy me, 
To drag my Foe down wih me. in my Fall. [Exit:Onur. 
Enter Haly, with Selima weeping. 
. See where ſhe comes! with well difembled Inno- 


With Truth, and Faith fo lovely in her Face, i 
As if ſhe durſt ev difavow the Falſhood, —— 2 
Hop'ſ thou to make amends with trifling Tears, 

For my loſt Crown, and diſappointed Vengeance? 
Ungrateful Salima ! thy Father's Curſe! = 

Bring forth the Miniog of ber fooliſh Heart; 


5. 


TAMERLANE. 
He dies this Moment. 
Hs. Would — pak 
The Crime of fatal Love ; the Slave vyho fled, 
By whom we are undone, was that Axalla. 
Baj. Ha! ſay'ſt thou? —— 
Hs. Hid beneath that vile A 57 | 
The Prince found à means for — 
Sel, | am undone! ey'n Nature has diſclaim'd me! 
My Father) have I loſt you all? —— My Father! | 
Baj. Talk'ſt thou of Nature? who” haſt broke her Bands! 
Thou art my Bane, con Witch? thou infant Parricide! | 
Cn A 
wil fore ch F — — my Rreaſt, nowy ſnatch a 


Tear thee to pieces, drink thy thy treacherous Blood, 
And make thee anſwer all my great Revenge: 


Now, now, thou Tritreſsme [oer #0 u boy: 

Sel. Plunge che Poriard weep! . 
The Life my Father gave ſhall hear his Summons, | 
And iſſue at the Wound —— Start not, to fee! 
My fleart's warm Blood guſh out upon your Hands, 
Since from your Spring I dre the P Stream, _. 
And I muſt x jb ic oy if you demand it. [ Weakneſs. 

Hence! K bo thou ſoft relenting 

Hlaſt thou not . tey ?-betray's me? 

Sel. Oh! not for We 4 — for all the Joys 
Love, or the Prophet's Paradiſe can give; 
Amidſt the Fears. and Sorrows of my Soul, 
Amidſt the thouſand Pains of anxious Tenderneſp, 
I made the gentle kind Axalls ſwear, 
Your Life, your —— J Honour 1 — be ſafe. 

. Away! ains the ce. 

No, — we die like a King: 88 
Shall I fall down at the proud Tuwr:ars Foot, 
And ſay, Have Mercy on me? __— ['Showe. 
Diſgraze will overtake my 
Die then; thy Father's Shame, Ichs die with thee. 

. [Offers to kill = 
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Sel, For Heaven, for Pity's ſake! be rob ole 
Baj. No more, thou Trifler! [She catches holdof his Arm. 
Ha! dar'ft thou ber my Will? Tear off her Hold. 
Sel, What, not for Life? Shou'd I not plead for Lite? 
When Nature teaches ev'n the brute Creation | 
To hold faſt that, her beſt, ber nobleſt Gift. 
Look on my Eyes, whom you ſo oft have kiſt, 


And ſwore,they were your beſt loy'd Queen's, my Mother's. 


Behold em now ſtreaming for Mercy, Mercy! 
Look on me, and deny me, if you can; 
*Tis but for Life I beg, is that a oon 
So hard for me t'obtain? or you to grant? 
Ob! ſpare me! ſpare your Selima, my Father. 
Baj. A lazy Sloth bangs on my Reſolution ; 
It is my Seliza !—— Ha! What? my Child? 
And can I murder her? — Dreadful Imagination! 
Again they come. I leave her to my Foes ! [Shout 
. And ſhall they triumph o'er the Race of Bajazet ! 
Die Selima! Is that a Father's Voice? 
Rouſe, rouſe my Fury! yes ſhe dies, the Victim 
To my loſt Hopes. Out! out! thou fooliſh Nature! 
Juſtly ſhe ſhares the Ruin ſhe has made. 
Seize her, ye Slaves, and ſtrangle her this moment. 
| L“ To the Mates. 
Sel. Oh! let nde die by you! Behold my Breaſt ! 
I wo'not ſhrink, ob! ſave me but from theſe. 
| [The Mutes ſeize her, 
Baj. Dias. 


Sel, But for a Moment, while I pray, 
That Heav'n may guard my Royal Father, 

Bag. Dogs! 

vl That you may only bleſs me, ere I die. [ Shout. 

Baj. Ye tedious Villains! then the Work is mine. 

As Bajizet runs at Selima with his Sword, Enter Ta- 
merlane, Axalla, c. Axalla gets between Bajazet 
and Selima, whilſt Tamerlane and the reſt drive Ba- 
jet and the Mutes off the Stage. 
| Ax, 


mi Z >” >= 8 
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TAMERLANE 
Ax. And am I come to-ſave thee? Oh! my Joy! 


Be this the whiteſt Hour of all my Life; 

This one Succeſs is more than all my Wars, 

The nobleſt, deareſt Glory of my Sword, 
Sel. Alas, Axalla, Death has been around me, 

My Coward Soul ſtill trembles at the Fright, 

And ſeems but half ſecure, ev'n in thy Arms. 


Ax. Retire, my Fair, and let me guard thee forth; | 


Blood and tumultuous Slaughter are about us, 
And Danger in her uglicſt Farms is here; 
Nor will the Pleaſure of my Heart be full, 
Till all my Fears are ended in thy Safety. 


[Exexart Axalla and Selima: 
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Enter Tamerlane, the Prince of Tanais. Zama, Mir van, 
and Soldiers; with Bajizct, Omar, and the Derviſe, 


Priſoners. 
Tam, Mercy at length gives up her peaceful Scepter, 
And Juſtice ſternly takes — 4— to govern z 


'Tis a rank World, and a: kü her keeneſt Sword, 
To cut up Villany of monſtrous growth. 

Zama, take care. that with the earlieſt dawn, 
Thoſe Traitors meer the Fare their Treaſon merits. 


Has ruin'd thoſe. thou ſhoul.?t protect at 

Whoſe Wars, whoſe Slaughter, whoſe Aſſaſſinations, 
(That baſzlt thirſt of Blood, that fin of Cowards) 
Whoſe Faith fo often giv'n, and al 


Ts 
Have been th Offence of Hes n, and Plague of Earth, 


What Puniſhment is equal to thy Crimes? 

The Doom, thy Rage defign'd for me, be thine: 

Clos d in a Cage, like ſome deſtructive Beaſt, 

Ill have thee born about, in publick View. 

A great Example of that Righteous V 

That waits on Cruelty, and Pride like thine. 
Bag, It is beneath me, to decline my Fate, 

| ſtagd prepar'd to meet thy utmoſt Hate: 


Yet. 


* 
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Yet think not, I will long thy Triumph ſee; 
None want the Means, when the Soul dares be free. 
Il Curfe thee with my laſt, my parting Breath; 
And keep the Courage of my Life in Death; 
Then boldly venture on that World unknown: 
e eee | Bb 
| | Exit Bajazet 

Tam. Be hold the vain Effects of — pre, 
That ſcorn'd Heav'n's Laws, and all its Pow'r defy d; 
That could the Hand, which form'd it firſt, forget, 
And fondly fay, I made my ſelf be great: 
But juſtly Thoſe above aſſert their Sway, 
And teach ev'n Kings what Homage they ſhould pay, 
Who. then Rule beſt, when mindiul to wy 
| | | Exeant Omnes. 
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E FIL O GVU E 
Spoke by Mrs. BRACEGIRDLE. 


7] 22 well we ſaw what muſt have been our Fate, 

When Harmony, with Beauty jom d, of late 

Threaten'd the Ruin of our ſinking State; 

'Till you, from whom our Being we receive, 

In pity bid your own Creation live. 5 

With moving Sounds you kindly drew the Fair, 

And fix'd, once more, that ſhining Circle here. | 

The Lyre you bring is half Apollo's Praiſe; | 

Be ours the Tak to win and wear his Bays. | 

Thin Houſes were before ſo frequent to us, 

Me wanted not 4 Project to undo us. 

We ſeldom ſaw your Honours but by chance, 

As ſome Folks meet their Friends of Spin and France; 

"Twas Verſe decay d, or Politicks improv d. 

That had eftrang'd you thus from what you lov d. 

Time was, when buſie Faces were a Feſt; 

When Wit and Pliaſure were in moſt requeſt; 

When chearful Theatres with Crowds were grac'd; . 

But thoſe good Days of Poetry are paſt : 

Now ſow'r Reformers in au empty Pit, 

With Table Books, as at 4 Lecture ſit, 

To take Notes, and groe Evidence 'gainft Wit. 

Thoſe who were once our Friends, employ d elſewher:, 

Are buſie now in ſettling Peace and War. 

With careful Broms at Tom' and Wil!'s they meet, 

And ast who did Election, loſe or get. 

Our Friend has loſt it — F iih 'm 72 fer t, 

He's a good Man, and ne er was for the Court: 
3 


$ 


EPILOGUE. 


He to no Government will ſue for Grace; 

By want of Merit, ſafe againſt # Place: 

By ſpight a Patriot made, and ſworn t'oppoſe 

All wo are uppermoſt, as England's Foes. 

Let Whig or Tory, any Side prevail, 

Still tis his conflant Privilege to rail. 

Another, that the Tax and War may ceaſe, 

Talks of the-Dwke of Aojou's Right, aud Peace; 

And. from Spain's wiſe Example, is for taking 

A Vice-Roy of the mighty Monarch's making ; 

= d all Rights and Liberties maintain, 
Engliſh Laws by learn d Dragoons explain. 


Come, leave theſe Politicks, and follow Wit 
Here uncontroll d you may in Fudgment ſit: 
Well never differ with a crowded Pit. 
Well take you all, n on your own Conditions, 
Think you Great Men, and wond'rous Politicians, 
And if you ſlight the Offers which we make you, 
No Brentford Princes will for Stateſmen take you. 
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Written by N. R OWE, Eſq; 


Staltorum Regum & Populorum continet eftus--« 
1 quid V irtus, & quid Sapientia poſſit 
Urile propoſuit Nobis exemplar ulyſſem. 

5 Horat. Epiſt. Lib. 1. Epiſt. 2. 
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LONDON: 


Printed for Jacob Tonſon at Shakeſpear's Head 


ff over-againſt Katharine freer in the Strand. 
* M DCC XXVI. 


To the Right Honourable 
Sidney Lord Godolphin, 


Lord High-Treaſurer of England, and 
Knight of the moſt Noble Order of 
the Garter. | 


My Lon, 
CAYENNE F thoſe Cares in which the Ser- 
SAS 755 vice of a Great Qu EE N, and 
XI Is tbe Love of Your Country, 
have ſo juſtly engag'd Your 
| * Lordſhip, would allow an 
Leiſure to run back and remember choſe 
Arts and Studies, which were once the 
Grace-and Entertainment of Your Lord- 
ſhip's Youth; I have Preſumption enough 
to hope, that this Tragedy may, ſome 
Time or other, find an Hour to divert 
Your . Lordſhip. Poetry, which was fo 
venerable to former Ages, as in many 
A 3 n 


Tie Dedication. 
Places to make a Part of their Religious 
Worſhipy and every where to be had in 
the higheſt Honour and Efteem, has mi- 
ſerably languiſh'd and been deſpis'd, for 
Want of that Favour and Protection which 
it found in the famous Auguſtan Age. 
Since then, it may be aſſerted without 
any Partiality to the preſent Time, it ne- 
ver had a fairer Proſpect of lifting up its 
Head, and returning to its former Repu- 
tation, than now : And the beſt Reaſon 
can be given for it, is, that ir ſeems to 
Have a particular Hope from, and Depen- 
dence upon Your Lordfhip, and to ex- 
& all juſt Encouragement, when thoſe 
reat Men, who have the Power to pro- 
rect it, have ſo delicate and polite a Taſte 
and Underſtanding of its true Value. The 
Reſtoring and 1 any Part of 
Learning, is ſo generous an Action in it 
ſelf, that it naturally falls into Vour Lord- 
ſmnip's Province, ſince every Thing that 
may ſerve to improve the Mind, has 2 
Right ro the Patronage of fo great and 
univerfal a Genius for Knowledge as Your 
Lordſhip's. It is indeed a Piece of good 
Fortune, upon which J cannot help con- 
ratulating the preſent Age, that there is ſo 
reat 4 Man, at a Time, when there is ſo 
great an Occaſion for him. The Diviſions 
which Your Lordfhip has heal'd, the Tem- 
per which You have reftor'd to our _ 
A. 2 cils, 
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The Dedication. 

cils, and- that: indefatigable Care and. Di- 
* which You have us'd in preſer- 
ving our Peace at Home, are Benefits fo 
virtuouſly and ſo ſeaſonably conferr'd upon 
Your Country, as ſhall draw the Praiſes 
of all wiſe Men, and the Bleſſings of all 
good Men upon Your Lordſhip's Name. 
And when thoſe unreaſonable Feuds and 
Animoſities, which keep Faction alive, 
ſhall be bury'd in ſilence and forgotten, 
that great publick Good ſhall be univerſal- 
ly acknowledg'd, as the happy Effect of 
Your: Lordſhip's moſt equal 'Femper and 
right 3 That this Glorious 
End may very ſud ' ſucceed to Your 
Lordſhip's Candor and generous Endea- 
vours after it, muſt be the Wiſh of every 
good Engliſoman. bam, 


My Lorp, 
Your Lordſbig's moſt Obedient 


Humble Servant, 


N. Rows, 


PROLOGUE. 
Spoken by Mr. Berterton, |» 


Ne 
= 6 by O- Night, in Honour of the marry'd Life, | - 
1 % Our Author treats you with a Virtuous Wife ; 95 
A Lady, who, for Twenty Years, withſlvod 115 
The preſſing Inſtances of Fleſh and Bld; 4, 
Her Huband, flill a Man of Senſe reputed, 91 
¶Duleſi this Tale his Wiſdom have confuted,) 
Left her at ripe Eighteen, 10 ſeek Renown, = 
And Battle for a Harlos at Troy-Town; ” 
To fill his Place, freſh Lovers came in Shoals, 4 
Much ſuch as now-a-days are Cupid's Tools, 
Some Men of Wit, but the moſt part were Fools, 


They ſent her Billets-doux, and Preſents many, 

Of ancient Tea and Thericlean China; 

Rail d at the Gods, toaſted ber oer and o er, 

Dreſs'd at Her, danc'd and fought, and ſigh'd, and fwere; 
In ſhort, did all that Men could do to have her, 

And damn d themſelves to get into her Favour ; 

But all in vam, the virtuous Dame ſtood Buff, 

And let 'em know that ſhe was Coxcomb Proof ; 

Meſſieurs the Beaux, what think you of the Matter ? 
Don't you believe old Homer given 10 Flaiter f _ 


PROLOGUE. 
When you approgch, and prefſiog the oft Hatd, 
Favours, with well-brid Impudence, demand, 
Is it in Woman's Weakneſs to withſtand : 
Ceaſe to be vain, and give the Sex their Due; 
Our Engliſh Wives ſhall prove this Story true: 
We have our chaſte Penclope's, who mourn 


Their Widow'd Beds, and wait their Lords Return; 


We have our Heroes too. who bravely bear, 

Far from their Home, the Dangers of the Wars 
Who careleſs of the Winter Seaſon's Rage, 

New Toils explore, and in new Cares engage; 

From Realm to Realm their Chief unweary'd goes, 
Ard reſtleſi journies on, to give the World Repoſe. 
Such are the conflant Labours of the Sun, 

Whoſe active, glorious Courſe is never done; 

And tho, when hence he parts, with us tis Night, 


Still he goes on, and lends to other Worlds his Light. 
Ye beauteous Nymphs, with open Arms prepare 


To meet the Warriors, and reward their Care; 


May you for ever kind and faithful prove, 
41d pay their Days of Teil with Nights of Love. 


-» 
* 
* 
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EPILOGUE. 
Spoke by Mrs. Bracegirdle. | 


UST going to take Water, at the Stairs 
J I floppd, and came again to beg your Pray rs; 
Tow ſee how ill my Love has been repaid, 
That I am like to live and die a Maid; 
| Poetick Rules and Fuſtice to maintain, h 
T to the Woods am order'd back again, 5 
To Madam Cinthia, and her Virgin Train. 
'Tis an uncomfortable Life they lead; 2 


*7 a ff Yo Au. BY * 


Inſtead of © ailts and Down, the Silvan Bed 

With Skins of Beaſts, with Leaves and Moſs, is ſpread; 
No Morning Tvilets do their Chambers grace, 

Where famous Pearl Coſmeticks find a Place, 8 
With Pom der for the Teeth, and Plaiſter for the Face. 
But in Defiance of Complexion, they, 

Like arrant Houſmjves, riſs by Break of Day, 

Cut a brown Cruſt, ſaddle their Nags, and Mounting, 
In ſcorn of the Grtts-Sigkneſs ride a Ming: 

Tour Sal, and Harts-hora Drops, they deal not in; 

They have no Vapours, nor no witty Spleen, 

No Coffee to be had; and I am told, 


41 th thi m, they drink, uin If cold. 
Foy 


EPILOGUE. 

For Cunver ſatian, nothing can be worſe, 

II all amongſt themſeluts, and that's the Curſe: 

One Topick there, as here, does ſeldom fail, 

We Women rarely want a Theme 10 rail; 

But bating that one Pleaſure of Backbiting, 

There is no Earthly Thing they can delight in; 

There are no Indian Howſes, to drop in 

And fancy Stuffs, and chuſe a pretty Screen, 

To while away an Hour or ol ſwear 

Theſe Cups are pretty, but they're deadly dear : 

And if ſome unexpected Friend appear, 

The Dev'l! —— Who cou'd have thought to meet you 
[here? 

We fhowld but very badly entertain 

You that delight in Toafling and Champaigny 

But keep your tender Perſons ſafe at home, 

We knew you hate hard Rid ug: But if ſome. $ 

Tough, honeſt, Country Fox- Hunter would come, 

Viſit our Goddeſs, and her Maiden Court, 

'Tis Ten to One but we may ſhew him Sport. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Ulyſſes, King of Ithaca, conceal'd for : 
ore Time under the Name of > Mr. 
£thon, 


Eurymachus, King of Samos, Mr. Verbruggen, 


Pohdamaz, Mr. Myms, 
Thoon, Neighbauring Princes, ) Mr. Knap. 
Agenor, Pretenders to the Queen.) Mr. Weller. 


Ef bialtes, Mr. Freeman. 


Telemachus, Son to Ulyſſes and Penelope. Mr. Booth. 
Antinous , Nobleman of Ithaca, Mr. Fin, band. 
_ ſecretly in Love with the Queen. a | 


Cleon, , S © Mr. Dickings. 
Sun,, Friends to Antinous, Mr. Cory, 
Mentor, Tutor to Telemachus. Mr. Bowman. 


Eumaus. an old Servant. and faithful to Ulyſſes. 
Ceraunus, a Samian Officer belonging to Eurymachus. 


WOMEN. 
Tenelope, Queen of Ithaca. = Mrs. Barry. 
Semantke, Daughter to Eurymachus, Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


Sever; Samian and Ithacan Officers and Soldiers, with 
- Other Attendants, Men and Women. 
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ACT I. SCENE 1. 


b 25g c E N E. 5 Pile. 
Enter Telemachus and Mentor. | 


Tate oterd | 
SEEN Memtor! Urge no more my Royal Birth, 
| WS Urge not the Honours of my Race Divine, 
„ Call not to my Remembrance what I am, 
SEAS Born of Ulyſſes, and deriv'd from Fove; ' 
vor ris the Curſeof mighty Minds oppreſt, 
To think what their State is, and what it ſhou'd be; 
Impatient of their Lot they reaſon fiercely, 
And call the Laws of Providence unequal. ' - a 
ith Men. And bene ret how brod 10 virtuous Know:  — 
ich en 45445 b. 
And wiſdom:eerly Mental {nf Ihn 862 Hy PAC 
That thou might know to rule thy fiery buon 
4 e Ee TD INVES | 
T0 


ke. - DET. 


To bow with Accidents and ey Change Ant 
Of varions Life, to firapgle with Adverfity; Oh 
To wilt the Leiſure of the Righteous Gods, | la 

Till they, in their on good appointed tiew; * An 
Shall bid thy better Days come forth ar otice, To 
A long and ſhining Train; till thou well-pleas'd De 


Sbalt bow, and bleſs thy Fate, and own the Gods are juſt, WM De 
Tel. Thou prudent Guide and Father of my Youth, Th 


Forgive my Tranſports, if I ſeem to loſe . \ | Ab 
The Rev rence to thy Sacred Y. ecepts due: A 
Tis a juſt Rage aud honeſt Indig nation. | 
Ten Years ran round ere Try was doom d to fall; It 
' Tet tedious Summers, and ten Winters more, He 
By turns have chang'd the Seaſons fince it fell, A 
And yet we mourn my Godlike Father's, Abſence, Bi 


As if the Grdcian Arms had ne'er prevail'd, 

But Joue and Hector ſtill maintain'd the War. 
Men. Tho? ablent, yet if Oracles are true, Fr 

He lives, and ſhall return. Where- e er he wanders, 

Purſu'd by hoſtile Trojan Gods, in Peril 

Of the waſte Deſart or the ſoamy Deep; 

Or Nations wild as both, yet Courage, Witz 

And Pallas, Guardian of his Arms, is with im. 

1. And Qb! to what does the Gad's Cars veſerve lim 

Where is the Triumph ſhall go forth to meet him? 

What Pœan ſhall be ſung to bleſs his Labours?? 

What Voice of Joy ſhall cry, Hail King of 1dhata? + 

Riot, and Wrong, and woful Defolation, '(. 4 

Spread o'er the wretched Land, ſhall blaſt his Eyes, 

And make him curſe the Day of his Return. 
Men, CTR py wee oe por! 
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And by the great Ulyſſes, truly welcome: 
Oh thou moſt worthy Æubon, thou that wert '4 
Ia Youth Companion of my Father's Arms, 
And Partner of his Heart, does it not grieve Thee 
To ſee the Honour of his Royal Name 
Deſpis d and ſet at nought? his State o'er-run, 
Devour'd and parcelVd out by Slaves ſo vile, 
That if oppos d to him 'twou'd make Compariſon 
Abſurd and monſtrous ſem, as if to mate - | 
A Mole-Hill with Olympus ? | 

th. He was my Friend, 
| think I knew him; And to do him right, 
He was a Man indeed Not as theſe are, 
A Rioter, or Doer of foul Wrongs; | 
But boldly juſt, and more like what Man ſhould be. 

Tel, From Morn till Noon, from Noon "ll the 

Shades darken, 

From Evening till the Morning dawn again, 
Lewdneſs, Confuſion, Inſolence, and Uproar, 
Are all the Bus'neſs of their guilty Hours; 
The Cries of Maids enforc'd, the Roar of Drunkards, 
Mixt with the braying of the Minſtrels Noiſe 
Who miniſters to Mirth, ring thro the Palace, 
And eccho to the Arch of Heav n their Crimes, 
Behold ! ye Gods, who judge betwixt your Creatures, 
Bchold the Rivals of the great Ulyſſes 

Men. Doubt not but all their Crimes, and allthy Wrongs 
Are judg'd by Nemeſis and equal Fove ; | 
Suffer the Fools to laugh and loll ſecure, _ Jo 
This is their Day, but there is one behind | 
For Vengeance and Dy. 

Ei. Till that Day, 
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That Day of Recompence and righteous Juſtice, 
Learn thou, my Son, the cruel Arts of Courts; 
Learn to diſſemble Wrongs, to ſmile at Injuries, 
And ſuffer Crimes, thou want'ſt the Power to puniſh; 
Be caſie, affable, familiar, friendly, 
Search, and know all Mankind's myſterious Ways, 
But truſt the Secret of thy Soul to none; 
Believe me, ſeventy Years, and all the Sorrows 
That ſeventy Years bring with em, thus have taught me, 
Thus . to be ſafe in ſuch a World as this is. 
Enter Antinous. 

Ant, Hail to thee, Prince; thou Son of great Uyſſes, 
Off- ſpring of Gods, moſt worthy of thy Race; 
May ev'ry Day like this be happy to thee, 
Fruition and Succeſs attend thy Wiſhes, 
And everlaſting Glory crown thy Youth. ' 

Tel. Thou greet'ſt me like a Friend. —Come near Antinous; 
May I believe that Omen of my Happineſs, | 
That Joy which dances in thy chearful Eyes? 
Or doſt thou? for thou know'ſt my fond fond Heart, 
Doſt thou betray me to deceitful Hope :, 
And ſooth me like an Infant, with a Tale 
Of ſome Felicity, ſome dear Delight, 
Which thou didſt never purpoſe to beſtow ? 

Ant. By Cytherea's Altar and her Doves, 
By all the gentle Fires that burn before her, 
I have the kindeſt Sounds to bleſs your Ear with, 
Nay and the trueſt too, II ſwear I think, 
That ever Love and Innocence inſpir d. 

Tel. Ha! from Semanthe # 

Ant. From the fair Semanthe, = 
| The gentle, the ſorgivigꝭ— 


— 
.- 
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Tel, Soft, my Antinous, rad 
Keep the dear Secret ſafe; Wiſdom and Ape 
Reaſon perverſely when they judge of Loves 
A Bus'neſs of a Moment calls me hence, [To Mentor? 
That ended, I'll attend the Queen; till then, 
Mentor! the noble Stranger is thy Care. 
Fly with me to ſome ſafe, ſome ſacred Privacy, 
[To Ant. 
There charm my Senſes with Semanthe's Accents, 
There pour thy Balm into my Love-fick Soul, 
And heal my Cares for ever. © [Exeunt Tel. and Ant 
Zth, This ſmooth Speaker, «oh; 
This ſupple Courtier, is in Fayour with you. 
Markt you the Prince? how at this Man's Approach 
The Fierceneſs, Rage, and Pride of Youth declin d; 
His changing Viſage wore a Form more gentle, 
And ev'ry Feature took a ſofter Turn; | X 
As if his Soul, bent on ſome new Employment; | 
Of different Purpoſe from the Thought before, 
Had ſummon'd other Counſels, other Paſſions, 
And dreſt her in a gay fantaſtick Garb 
Fit for th' Adventure which ſhe meant to prove. 
By Fove | lik'd it not.: | 
Men. The Prince, whoſe Temper 
ls open as the Day, and unſuſpeRing, 
Eſteems him as devoted to his Service. 
Wiſe, Brave, and Juſt: And ſince his late Return 
From Neſtor's Court at Pyle, he ſtill has held him 
In more eſpecial Nearneſs to his Heart. 
th. Tis raſh, and favours of unwary Youth : 
Tell him he truſts too far — If I 2 not. 
You ſaid he was a Wo er. 


Tel. Men, True, be was; ney | Noble 
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Noble by Birth, and mighty in his Wealth, 
Proud of the Patriot's Name and People's Praiſe, 
By Gifts, by friendly Offices, and Rloquence, 
He won the Herd of Irhacam to think him 
Ev n worthy to ſupply his Maſter's Place. 
 Zth, Unthinkiag, changeable, ungrateful Iphacs ! 
But Mentor! ſay, the Queen! Cou'd ſhe forget 
The Difference 'twixt Ulyſſes and his Slave? 
Did not her Soul reſent the Violation, 
And ſpight of all the Wrongs ſhe labour'd. under, 
Daſh bis Ambition and preſumptuous Leve ? 
Men, Still Great and Royal in the worſt. of Fortunes, 
With native Pow'r and Majeſty array d, 
She awd this raſh Ixian with her Frown ;- 
Taught him to bend his abject Head to Earth, 
And own his humbler Lot He ſtood rebuk'd, 
And full of guilty Sorrew for the paſt, 
Vow'd to repeat the daring Crime no more, 
But with Humility and loyal Service 
To purge his Fame, and waſh the Stains away. 
ih. Deceit and Artifice! the Turn's too fudden 
Habitual Evils ſeldom change fo foon, 
But many Days muſt paſs, and many Sorrows, 
Conſcious Remorſe and Anguiſh mutt be felt, 
To curb Deſire, to break the tubbora Will, 
And work a ſecond Nature in the Soul, 
Ere Vietue can reſume the Place ſhe loſt; 
Tis elſe Diſſfemulation —— But no more, 
The ruffling Train of Suitors are at hand, 
Thoſe mighty Candidates for Love and Empire; 
'Tis well the Gods are mild; when theſe dare hope 
To merit their beſt Gifts by Riot and Injuſtice. 5 


Wnter 
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Euer Polydamas, Agenor, Thoon, þhiakes, 
and Attendants. 

ns Our Souls are out of Tune, welanguiſh all, 
Nor does the ſweet returning of the Dawn 
Chear with its'uſoal Mirth our drowzy Spirits, 
That droop'd beneath the lazy leaden- Night. 

Agen. Can we, who ſwear we love, ſmile or be gay, 
When our fair Queen, the Goddeſs of our Vows, 

She that adorns our Mirth, and gilds our Day, 
With-bolds the Beams that only can revive us? 

Tho. Night muſt involve the World till ſhe appear, 
The Flowers in painted Meadows hang their Heads, 

The Birds awake not to their Morning Songe, 
Nor early Hinds renew their conſtant Labour ; 
Ev'n Nature ſeems to ſlumber tif her Call, 
Regiidleſs of th' Approach of any other Day. 

Eph. Why is ſhe then with-held, this publick Good? 
Why does ſhe give thoſe Hours that ſhould rejoyce ws 
To Tears, Perverſeneſe, and to fullen Privacy ? 

While vainly here we wafte our luſty Yourky 
In ExpeRtation of the uncertain Bleſſing ? 

Fol. For twice two Years, this coy, this eruel Beauty 
Has mock'd our Hopes, and croſt em with Deleys; 

At length the female Artifice is plain, 

The Riddle of her myftick Web is known, 

Which ere her ſecond Choice ſhe ſwore to weave ; 
While ill the ſecret Malice of the Night 

Undid the Labours of the former Day. 

Azen, Hard are the Laws of Love's deſpotick Route; 
And ey'ry Joy is trebly bought with Pain ; 

Crown we the Goblet then, and call on Bacchus, | 
Bacchus the jolly God of lavghing Pleaſures, © | | 
Bid ey'ry Voice of Harmony awake,  *' full | 
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Apollo's Lyre, and Hermes' tuneful Shell; 
Let Wine and Muſick joyn to ſwell the Triumph, 
To ſooth uneafie Thought, and lull Deſire. | 
th. Is this the Rev'rence due to ſacred Beauty, 
Or theſe the Rights the Cyprian Goddeſs claims? 
Theſe rude licentious Orgyes are for Satyrs, 
And ſuch the drunken Homage which they pay 
To old Silenus nodding on his Aſs. 
But be it as it may; it ſpeaks you welk 
Eph. What fays the Slave? 
Tho. Oh! 'tis the Snarler, Æthon, 
A privileg'd Talker Give him leave to rail; 
Or ſend for Ius forth, his fellow Drole, 
And let 'em play a Match of Mirth before us, 
And Laughter be the Prize to crown the Victor. 
Eth. And doſt thou anſwer to Reproof with Laughter? 
But do ſo ſtill, and be what thou wert born; 
Stick to thy native Senſe, and ſcorn Inſtruction. 
Oh Folly! what an Empire baft thou here! 
What Temples ſhall be rais'd to thee! What Crowds 
Of flav'ring, booting, ſenſcleſs, ſhameful Ideots 
Shall worſhip at thy ignominious Altars, 
While Princes are thy Prieſts! 
Pol. Why ſhoud'ſt thou think, 
O'erweening, Inſolent, Unmanner'd Shve, 
That Wiſdom does forſake the Wealth, the Honours, 
And full Proſperity of Princes Courts, 
To dwell with Rags and Wretchedneſs like thine? 
Why doſt thou call him Fcol? 
Etbh. Speech is moſt free, 
It is Four's Gift to all Mankind in common. 
Why do'ft thou call me poor, and think me wretched? 


Pol, Becauſe thou art ſo, | th 


rf 
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ib. Anſwer to thy ſelf, - - 

And let ix forve for thee, and for thy Friend. 5 
Agen, He talks like Oracles, obſcure and ſhort. 
th. | wou'd be underſtood, but Apprebenſion 

Is not thy Talent —— Midnight Surfeits, Wine, 

Ard painful undigeſted Morning Fumes, . 

Have marr'd thy Underſtanding; 
Eph. Hence, thou Miſcreant!  _ 7 - 

My Lords, this Railer is not to be born. 8 [vances 


” W 


ZXth. And wherefore art thou born, thou publick Grie- 


Thou Tyrant, born to be a Nation's Puniſhment; 

To ſcourge thy guilty Subjects for their Crimes, 

Ard prove Heaven's ſharpeſt Vengeance? 
Eph, Spurn him hence, | 

Ard tear the rude unhallow d Railer's Tongue 

Forth from his Throat. 
Zth, If brutal Violence 

And Luſt of foul Revenge ſhou'd urge thee on, 

Spight of the Queen and Hoſpitable Fove, 

T'oppreſs a Stranger, fingle and unarm d. 

Yet mark me well, I was not born thy Vaſlal ; 

And wert thou ten times greater than thou art, | 

And ten times more a King, thus wou'd I meet thee, | 

Thus naked as I am, I wou'd oppoſe thee, 

And fight a Woman's Battel with my Hands, 

Ere thou ſhoud'ſt do me Wrong, and go unpuniſh'd, _ 
Eph, Ha ! doſt thou brave me, Dog? [Coming up to 
Tho, Avant! Ethon. 


Pol, Begon! | 1 
Bnuter Eurymachus. Sade; 

ur. What Daughter of old Chaos and the Night, 
What Fury loiters yet behind the Shades, 1 


4 
: 
IN 
: 
: 
8 
8 
* 
* 
| 
| 
: 
| 
1 
4 


1 


> — ͤ —äU—ůũ — — — 


7 
— 


— — 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


= ULYSSES 
To ver the peaceful Morn with Rage end Uproar! _ 
Each frowning Viſage doubly dy'd with Wrath, | 
Your Voices in tumultuous Clamours rais'd, 
Venting Reproach, and ſtirring ſtrong Contention, 
Say you have been at Variance Speak, ye Princes, 
W grew th'Occafion? 
Zh. King of S nen, hear me. 
To thee, as to a King, worthy the Name, 
The Majeſty and Right Divine of Pow'r, 
Boldly 1 1 King of Seriphos, 
[ Pointing to Ephialtes. 
This INand Lord, this Monarch of a Rock, 
He "and his Fellow-Princes there, yon' Band, 
Of eating, drinking Lovers, have in Scorn 
Of the Gods Laws, and Strangers ſacred Privilege, 
Offer d me foul Offence and moſt unmanly Injuries, 
Eur. Away ! It is too much von wrong your 
Honours, [To the Mor 
And ftain the Luftre of your Royal Names, 
To brawl and wrangle with a Thing beneath you; 
Are we not Chief on Earth, and plac'd aloft? 
And when we poorly ſtoop to mean Revenge, 
We ſtand debas'd, and level with the Slave 
Who fondly dares. us with his yain Defiance. 

Epb. Henceforward let the ribald Railer learn 
To curb the lawleſs Licence of bis Speech, 

Let him be dumb, we wo'not brook bis Prating. 

Eur. Goto! Tou are too bi:ter - But no more; [Td Eth. 
Let ev'ry jarring Sound of Diſcord.ccaſe, 
Tune all your. Thoughts and Words to Beauty's Praiſe, 
To Beauty that with ſweet and pleaſant Influence 
Breaks like the Day-ftar from the chearful Eaſt. 
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For ſee where circled with s Crowd of Fair Ones, 
Freſh as the Spring, and fragrant as its Flowers, _ 
Yeur Queen appears,” your Goddeſs,” your Penelope, 

Enter the Queen with Ladies, and other Attendant. 
Diana thus on Cynthur ſfiady Top, 

Or by Eurota s Stream, leads to the Chace 

Her Virgin Train; a Thouſand lovely Nympbs, | 

Of Form Celeſtial all, Troop by her side: 

Amidſt a Thoufind Nymphs the Goddeſs ſtands confel, 
ln Beauty, Majeſty, and Port Divine, 

Supream and Eminent, 

Is, If theſe ſweet Sounds, | | 
This humble fawning Phraſe, this faithleſs Flattery, 

If theſe known Arts coy'd heal my wounded Soul, 
Cou'd recompence the Sorrows of my Days, 
Or ſooth the Sighings of my lonely Nights; 
Well might you hope to woe me to your Wiſhes, 
And win my Heart with your fond Tales of Love: 
But fincE-whate'er Ive ſuffer'd for my Lord, | 
From Troy, the Winds and Seas, the Gods and you, 
I deeply writ within my fad Remembrance, 
Know, Princes, alf your Eloquence j is vain, | 
Aue, 1f thoſe bright Eyes, that waſte their Lights 
with Weeping _ 
Wou'd kindly ſhine upon Agenor's Hopes, | 
Behold he offers to his charming Queen 
His Crown, his Life, bis ever-faithful Vows, 
What Joys ſocer or Love gr api yield, 
To bleſs her future Days, and make em happy all. 
Pol. Accept my Crown, and Reign with me in Delgs. 
Tho Mine, and the Homage of my People, wait you. 

Eph, I cannot Court you with a ſilken Tale, 

7 With 
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With eafie ambling Speeches, fram'd on purpoſe, . 
Made to be ſpoke in Tune . But be my Queen, 
And leave wy plain-ſpoke Love to prove. its Merit, 
Qu. And am I yet to learn your Love, your Faith? 
33 againſt you? 
Do they not ſtand before the Throne of eue; 
And call inceſſant on his tardy Vengeance? -, 
What Sun has ſhone that has not ſeen your * 
Your waſteful Riot, and your rr 
Your Scorn of Old Lata, feeble Age, | 
Of my Son's Youth, and of my Woman's Weaknefs 
Ev'n in my Palace, here, my lateſt Refuge. 
(For you are Lords of all befide in Ithaca,) | 
With Ruffian Violence and murd'rous Rage 
You menace the Defenceleſi and the Stranger; 
And from th unhoſpitable bas . 
Saſety and friendly Peace. N 
Zth, For me it matters not; 
Wrong is the Portion ſtill of feeble Age. | 
My toilſome Length of Days, full oft has taught me 
What tis to ſtruggle with the Proud and Powerful; 
But tis for thy unhappy Fate, fair Queen, 
*Tis to behold thy Beauty and thy Virtue, | 
Tranſcendent both, worthy the Gods who gave em, 
And worthy of their Care, to ſee em left, 
Abandon'd and forſaken to rude Outrage, 
And made'a Prize for Drunkards; 'tis for this 
My soul takes Fire within, and vainly urges 
My cold enervate Hand to aſſert thy Cauſe, = 
Os. Alas! they ſcorn the Weakneſs of thy Age; 
As of my Sex — But mark me well, ye Princes! 
Mboe er amongft you dares to lift his Hand 
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det the boary Head of this ca Mas... ei gen 52 
This good old Man, this Friend of my Ulyſſes, | 

Him will I bold my worſt, my deadlieſt Foe, 

Him fall my Corſes and Revenge purſue, | 22 
And mark him from the reſt with moſt diſtinguiſh'd Hatred. 
Eph. That you are weak, defenceleſ*, and oppreſt, 

Impute not to the Gods, they have befriended you, 
ith laviſh Hands they ſpread their Gifts before you. 
hat Pride, Revenge, what wanton Love of Change, 

Or Woman's Wiſh can ask, behold, we offer ou. 
urſe the Perverſeneſs of your ſtubborn Will then, 
hat has delay'd your Choice, and in that Choice. your; 

Happineſs. 3 
Qu. And muſt 1 hear this fil eil endure ied; 

Db Rage! Diſhonour!. wretched, belpleſs Queen! 

deturn, return, my Hero, my.Ulyſſes;  .'_ 

ring him again, you cruel Seas and Winds, 

799 and adult rous Paris are no more; R 

deſlote him then, you righteous Gods of Greece 

'avenge himſelf and me upon theſe Tyrants, 

nd do a ſecond Juſtice here at home. 

Eur, Amongft the mighty Mane: of the Greeks; - | 

eat Names, and fam'd for higheſt Deeds in War, 

is honour'd Shade reſts from the Toils of Life 

everlaſting Indolence and Eaſe, - 22 $a 

{s of all your Pray'rs and vain Complainings, . - ” 

hich the Winds bear away, and ſcatter in their Wantonneſs, 

urn thoſe bright Eyes then, from Deſpair and Death, 

id fix your better Hopes among the Living, 

u em on One, who dares, who can defend you, 

ie worthy of your Choice, 

2s, If my free Soul 
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Muſt ſtoop to this unequal hard Condition, 
If I muſt make this ſecond hated Choice, 
Yet by Connubial Juno here I ſwear, 
None ſhall ſucceed my Lord; but that brave Man 
That dares avenge me well upon the reſt. 
Then let whoeyer dares to Love be bold, 
Be, like my former Hero, made for War, 
Able to bend the Bow, and toſs the Spear; 
For ev'ry Wrong his injurd Queen has found, 
Let him revenge and pay it with a Wound; 
Fierce from the Slaughter let the Victor come, 
And tell me that my Foes have met their Doom; 
Then plight his Faith upon his bloody Sword, 
And be, what my Ulyſſes was, my beſt, my deareſt L. o 
Exeumt Queen, Mentor, and Attendants. Eur, 
Eph. Agen. Thoon, and Poly. following. 
Manet A&thon. 
th. O matchleſs Proof of Faith and Love unchang'd! 
Left in the Pride, the wiſhing Warmth of Youth, 
For ten long Years, and ten long Years to that, 
And yet ſo true! Beſet with ſtrong Allurements, 
With Youth, proud Pomp, and boi bewitching Pleaſure, 
Tis wonderful! and Wives in later Times 
Shall think it all the Forgery of Wit, 
A Fable curiouſly contriv'd t* upbraid 


Their fickle eaſy Faith, and mock them for their Lightnck. 


— the Samian King returns. 
Gar e ener 
ku. I ſought you L1H 
| aten d Croud of Princes, who nent 
The Queen to Funo's Temple. 
Ei. When I worſhip 
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And bow my ſelf before the aw | Gods, . | 
I miogle not with thoſe who corn their Laws, 
With raging, brutal, looſe, voluptuous Crouds, 
Who take the Gods for Gluttons like themſelves. 
Eur. This ſullen Garb, this moody Diſcontent, 
Sits on thee well and 1 applaud thy Anger; 
Thy juſt Di of this licentious Rout: 
vet all are not e theſe 15 nor ought thy Quarrel 
Be carry'd on to all Mankind i in common. 
tb. Perhaps the untaught Plainneſs of my Words, 
May make you think my Manners rude and ſavage: 
But know, my Country is the Land of Liberty; 
Pheacia's bappy Ifle, that, gave me Birth, 
Forbids not any to ſpeak plain and truly; 
Sincere and open are we, roughly Honeſt, 
Upright in Deed, tho fimple in our Speech, 
As meaning not to Flatter, or Offend ; 
The Uſe of Words we have, but not the Art, 
And ew 'n as Nature difutes, ſo.we ſpeak. 
Eur. Now by great Tuns, Guardian of our Samos, 
In ſtrong Deſcription baſt thou well expreſt 
That manly, Virtue I wou'd make a Friend of, 
Nor thou, brave Erben, ſhalt diſdain our Amity, 
Our proffer'd Love; for know that Kings, like Gods, 
With all Things good adorn their own Creation, 
And where their Favour fixes, there is Happineſs, 
ih. Ves, Sir, you are a King. a great one too; 
My humbler Birth has caſt me far beneath you, 
And made me for the proffer'd Grace unfit; 
Friendſhip delights in equal Fellowſhip, 
Where Parity of Rank and mutual Offices 
Engage both Sides alike, and keep the Balance er u. 
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»*Tis irkſome to a gen'rous grateful Soul, 

To be oppreſt beneath a Load of Favours, FAM 

Sill to receive, and run in Debt to Friendſhip, 

Without the Pow'r of paying ſomething back. 

Eur. I know thee grateful; juſt and gen'rous Minds 
Are always ſo; nor is thy Pow'r ſo ſcanty | 
Bur that it may vye with a King's Munificence, 
May make me large Amends for all my Bounty, 

May bleſs me with a Benefit I'want, 

And give me that which my Soul moſt deſires: 

The Queen am—_—_ 
th. How, Sir, the Queen? 
Eur. The Beauteous Queen, 

That Summer-Sun in full Meridian Glory, | 

Brighter than the faint Promiſe of the EY 

With Bleſſings ripen'd to the Gatherer's Hand, 

Mature for Joy, and in Perfection lovely; ; 

Ev'a ſhe ! 

The Pride of Greece, the Wiſh of youthful, Princes, 

Severe, and Cold, and Rigid, as ſhe is, 

Looks gently on thee Zthon, ſhe beholds thee 

With kind Regard, and liſtens to thy Counſels.* 
All. Be (till, thou beating Heart! Lg.] wat, The 
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go on. Cou 

Eur. No more, there needs no more; thy piercing Wi, ind 

I read it in thy Eyes, hath found my Purpoſe, = kit 
Be favourable then, be friendly to me; 22225 


Nay, I'll conjure thee, by my Hopes, by thine, 5 
Whether they follow Wealth, or Power, or Fame, 
Or what Deũres ſoe er warm thy old n 
Counſel me, aid me, teach me, be my Friend." | 
th. Suppoſe mod, | What a 11 vr 
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Ew. O by Ten Thouſand Ways ! has not that Age 
That turn'd thy rev'rend Locks ſo Silver White, 

Has it not giv'a thee Skill in Womankind, 
Szgacious Wiſdom to explore their Subtletics, 
Their coy Averfions, and their eager Appe its, 
Their falſe Denials, and their ſceret Yieldings? 
Yet more; thy Friendſhip with her former Lord, 
Gives thee a Right to ſpeak, and be believ'd. 
th. Then you wore have me woe her for you, 
win her; £ 
This Queen, this Wife of him that was my Friend? 

Eur. Thou ſpeak'ft me well, of him that was my Friend; 
His Death has broke thoſe Bonds of Love and Friendſhip, 
And left me free and worthy to ſuececd 7 
Both in her Heart and thine, 

ib. Excuſe me, Sir, 

Nor think 1 meant to queſtion your high Worth, 
I am but ill at Praifing,” or-my Tongue & 
Had ſpoke the great Things that my Heart thinks of yoo, 
Suppoſe me wholly yours——Yet do you bold 
This Sov'reign Beauty made of ſuch light Stuff, 
$0 like the common Changelings of her Sex, 
That he that flatter d, ſigh'd, and ſpoke her fair, 
Cou'd win her from her ſtubborn Reſolution 
And chafte Reſerv'daeſs, with his ſweet Perſuaſſon? 
Eur. No, were ſhe form'dlike them, ſhe were a Conqueſt 
beneath a Monarch's Love; or ZAErhon's Wit. 
Not but I think, ſhe has ber warmer Wiſhes, 
Twere monſtrous elſe, and Nature had deny'd 
tler choiceſt Bleſſing. to her faireſt Creature; 
Her ſoft Deſires that ſteal abroad unſcen, 
12 Silver Cynthia ſliding ſrom her Orb, 
B 3 
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At dead of Night to young, Endymioy's Arms, _ 
ib. How !think you ſol But ſo tis uus it mij be 

The beſt of all the Sex is but a Woman, | 13 

And why ſhou'd Nature break her, Rule for Que... 

To make One true, when all che reſt are ed... un. 

To find thoſe Wiſhes then, thoſe fond Neſires, . 

To trace the fulſome Haunts of ae Aren 

She muſt be tr) d. At Veh 780 

Eur. That to thy Care, my e nat” Ai 
Thy Wit and watchful Friendſhip, I commeng,. * 

Ach. Yes, Sir, be certain ont, ſhe ſhall be try ds 
Thro all the winding Mazes of her Thoughts, 1 
Thro' all her Joys, her Sorrows,. and her Fears 
Thro all ber Truth and;Falſhopd II pur ſneher. 

She ſhall be ſubtler than Deceit it ſelf 
And proſperoufly Wicked, if ſhe ſeape me. 

Rur. Thou art my. Genips,” dy e He 
Depend upon thy Providence and Rule. 
This Day, at her Return from, June Ar, 3 240: 

I have obtain'd an Hour of private Conference... - 

tb. What! Private, faidyay) Tan Mak of Ts 
DiRtinguiſhingly kind. 

Eur. Somewhat I urg d dg ; wt 
That much concern'd her. Honour, and hero 
Nay ev'a the Life of ber below d Tale, 

Which to her Ear alone I. Wo diſcloſe: 25 124 

Thou ſpalt N e oe agg 

Which way to ſhake the Temper of her Saul, 

And where thy Aid may ſtand-me OO 7 

I will inſtru thee as · we e 
ib. 1 wait you, Sir /- ' One 

Eur. Nor dout of the S,. 
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© MW This ſtubborn Beauty ſhall be taught Compliance. 
be, Fir Daughter of the Ocean, ſmiling Luna, 

. - MW Thou Joy of Gods and Men, aſſiſt my Purpoſe; : 

Thy Cypriss and Cythers leave a- while, 15 

0 Thy Paphian Groves, and ſweet Idalian Hill, 8 
all To fix thy Empire in this rugged Ile; 

* Briag all thy Fires from every Lover there, 
To warm this coy, this cruel frozen Fair; | 
Let her no more from Nature's Laws be free, 
But learn Obedience to thy great Decree, 8 
Since Gods — ſubmit to . and Thee. 


ACTI. 5 CENEjI 


Tater Aotinous, Cleon and Aras 


au) TIs thus, my Fellow-Citizens and Friends, 
Tis thus unhappy Iabaca muſt groan 

Beneath the Bondage of a Foreign Lord; 

| A needy upſtart Race of huogry Strangers 

882 Shall ſ\warm upon the Land, eat its Increaſe, 7 

bderour the Labours of the toiling Hind, 


; And gather all the Wealth #nd Honours of our Iſle: 

* Cle, The filken Minions of the Samim Court, 

"4 To Lord it oer the Province ſhill be ſent, 

To rule the State, to be the Chiefs in War, 

And lead our hardy Irhacans to Battle. | 

Freedom and Right ſhall ceaſe; our Corn, Wine, on. 

The 9 ſhall all be theirs; n ba 
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Our modeſt Matrons, and our Virgin Daughters, 
Ev'n all we hold moſt dear, ſhall be the Spoil, 
The Prey of our imperious hanghty Maſters. 
Arc. Would I could fay I did not fear theſe Evils. 
Ant. O honeſt Areas, *tis too plain a Danger. 
The Queen, requir'd by publick Voice to Wed, 
To end at once the Hopes and riotous Concourſe 
Of Princely Gueſts, contending for her Love, 
O'er-paſſing all the nobleſt of our Ifle, 
Inclines to fix her Choice on proud Eurymachus. 
Cle, Why rides the Samiun Fleet within our Harbour, 
But to ſupport their Tyrant's Title here? 
With Cauſes feign'd they linger long, pretending 
Nude Winter- Seas, with Omens that forbid 
The frighted Mariner to leave the Shoar ; 
While Neptune ſmooths his Waters for their Paſſage, 
And gently whiſtling Winds invite their Sails, 
As if they wiſh'd to waft them back to Samos. 
Arc, Ulyſſes is no more; the partial Gods, 
Who favour'd Priam and his hapleſs Race, 
Have pour'd their Wrath on bis devoted Head, 
And now in ſome far- d iſtant Realm, expos d 
To glut the Vulture's and the Lyon's Maw, 
Or in the Oozy Bottom of the Deep, 
Full many a Fathom down, the Hero lies, 
And never ſhall return What then remains ? 
But that our Country fly to thee for Succour, 
<1" [ Antinous. 
To thee, the nobleſt of the Lords of Ithaca; * | 
And fince, fo Fate ordains, our Queen muſt Wed, 
Be thou her ſecond Choice, be thou our Ruler; 
And fave our Nation from a foreign Yoke. - | 


Ant 
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Het. You are my Friends, and over-rate my Worth, 
Bot Witneſs for me, for you ſtill Bave known me, 
When-e'er my Country's Service calls me on, 

No Enterprize fo doubtful, or ſo dangerovs, 
But J will bo!dly prove it, to preſerve thee, 
Oh Ithaca, from Bondage, 

Cle. Wherefore urge you not 

Your Suit among the reſt? 

Ant. The cruel Queen __—— 

Rejects my bumble Vows with angry Scorn; 

And when I once preſum'd to ſpeak my Paſſion, 
See call'd it Infolence Since then I've ſtrove 
To hide th unlucky Folly from all Eyes ; 

But yours, my Friends, who view my naked Soul. 

Arc. Avow your Flame in publick, tell-the World 
Antinons is worthy of a Queen; f 
So many valiant Hands ſhall own your Cauſe,, - | 
80 ſhall the Voice in Ithaca be for you, 

The Queen ſhall-own your Love bas made her great, 
And giv'n her back an Empire ſhe had loſt, 

Ant. Think not I dream the Hours of Life away, 

Supine, and negligent of Love and Glory; 

No, Arcas, no, my active Mind is buſie; 

And ſtill has labour d with a vaſt Deſign; 

Ete· long the beauteous Birth will be diſclos d, 

Then ſhall your Pow'rs come forth, your Swords and 
Counſelss, 

And manifeſt the Love you bear Autinous; 

Till then be ſtill To favour my Defign, 

With low Submiſſions, with-obſequious Duty, 

And Vows of Friendſhip fit to flatter -3- {opp 

'Ye n. ſelf into the Prince's: Heat. | 

+ 8. "a 
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Cle, Tis ſaid the Love · px Youthdoteser'nto Death, 
Upon the Samian Princeſs, fair Semapthe, id 
Ant, Let it go on tis a, conyenjevt Dotage, . 


And ſutes my Purpoſe well The Youth, by ton 
Is active, fiery. bold, and great of Soul; ike) live] 


Love is the Bane of all theſe Noble Qualities; | 

The fickly Fit, that palls Ambition? « Appetite; 

And therefore have I nurs'd the fond Diſeaſe, . | 
Inſpiring lazy Wiſhes, Sighs, and Languifhings, i-+ - 
Unactive dreaming Sloth, and womaniſh Softneſſ, 


L 


To freeze his Veins, and quench bis manly Fires. 


The froward God of Love, to boaſt his PW, 
Has bred of late ſome little Jars between em 
But *twas my Care to reconcile their Follies, . .. 
And if my Augury deceives me not. _ 
This Day a Prieſt in private makes em one, 
Unknown or to the Queen, or — 


But ſee . They come tire... if of 


Enter Telemachus e 
Do, Sigh, and Smile, F 
And print thy Lips ypon the 66 _ 1% 
Scepters and Crowns are Trifles none regard, 
That can be bleſt wid alen a8 this is. 
| LE Ant. 0. 1. 
Tel. Yes, my Aus a I will compli, | 
Still J will murmur at thee, cruel Maid, 
For all that Pain thou gav t my Heart Das: | 
What God, averſe to Innocence and Love, ' 
Cou'd ſhake thy gentle Soul with ſuch a Stam? 


Juſt at that happy Moment, when.the Frieſt 


Had join d our Hands;thou Rart'dft as Death had ſtruck then. 
And fighing cry dſt, Ah! go !—— it is impoſſible! 
6 Sm. 
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Sem. And yet, oh my loy'd Lord, yet I am. yours; 
This Hand has giv'a me to you, and this Heart. 
This Heart that akes with Tenderneſs, confirm'd it. 

Tel, And yet thou art not nen 

Sorrow? 
Why art thou wet with Weeping, as the Earth, 
When vernal Fove deſcends in gentle Show'rs, . 
To cauſe Increaſe, and bleſs the Infant Year, 
When ev'ry ſpiry Graſs, and painted Flow's, 
Is hung with pearly Drops of Heay'oly Rain? nant 

Sem, Ye Woods and Plains, and all ye Virgin Dryade, 

Happy Companions of thoſe Woods and Plains, 
Why was I fore d to leave, your chearful Fellowſhip, | 
To come and loſe, my Peace of Mind at Ithaca? dal 
And oh! Semanthe, wherefore didſt thou liſten 
To that dear Voice? why didR thou break thy Vow, - 
Made to the Huntreſs Cymhia.and ber Train: 
Ah! ſay, fond Maid, ſay wherefore didſt thou love? 

Tel, Alas! mp enulo Lone how hers upeagii his? 
By what unwilling Crime have I oſfended ? 
That thus with ſtreaming Eyes thou ſhould'ſt- complain. 
Thus daſh my Joys, and quench thoſe Holy Fires, 

By yellow Hh Torch ſo lately lighted: - 
Thus ſtain this bleſſed Day, our Bridal Day, 
With the deteſted Omen of thy Sorrows. 

Sem. Of what ſhou'd I accuſe thee? thou art Noble, 
Thy Heart is ſoft, is pitiful, and tender; | 
K *. 614 op 


And yet. % eig. 5. tick - 
Tel, — thou? B13, 03242, n 64 
Sem. — doing? 9 ve 


Tel, A Deod of ne,, 
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Sem. Are we not marry'd? D 
Tel We are, — and like the — an e But 


Who provident of Winter fills his Stores As 
With all the various Plenty of the Autumn, 1 © An 
| We've hoarded up a mighty Mafs of Joy, | Of 
To laſt for all our Years that are to come, Re 
And ſweeten ev'ry bitter Hour of Life. þ To 
Sem. Fain wou'd 1 ſooth my Soul with 1 ſweet In 
Hopes, | A\ 

Forget the Anguiſh of my waking . 5 U 
And all thoſe boding Dreams that haunt my Slumbers, Wi 
Laft Night, when after many a heavy Sigh, Wi 
And many a painful Thought, the God of Sleep, An 
In fenſible and foft, had ftole upon me; x | Bac 
Miet hought F found me by : murmring Brook, But 
Reclin'd at Eaſe upon the flow'ry Margin = KL 
And thou, thou. firſt and laſt of all my Thoughts, Up 
Thou dear, eternal Object of my Wiſhes, | © 7 Str 
Cloſe: by my Side wert laid A An 
Fel. Delight ful Viion! | p 
Ant obd ob u 'that-it e meren | Bad Ne 
Sem. A-while on many a-pleaſing Theme we tak d, Sal 
Ard mingled ſweet Diſcourſe ; when on the ſudden; Si 
The Cry of Hounds, the jolly Huntſman's Horn, Ar 
With all the chearful Muſick of the Chace. Fo 
Surpriz'd my Ear and firait a Troop Saks. Ti 
Once the dear Partners of my Virgin Heart, Su 
Flew lightly by us cager of the Sport. wi E: 
Laſt came the Goddeſs, great Latona's Daughter, In 
With more than mortal Grace ſhe ſtood copfeſt, W 
1 faw the Golden Quiver at her Back, *'" *& lo 


And beard tbe ſounding pf her Silyer Bow, | 
1 Abafſh'd 
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Abaſh'd 1 roſe, and lowly made Obeyſince; © 

But ſhe, not ſwvect, nor affable, abe Kling? | 

As once ſhe wont, with ſtern Regard beheld me; 

And wherefore doſt thou loiter here, ſhe faid, 

Of me, thy Fellows, and our Sports unmindful? 

Return, thou Fugitive; nor vainly hope 

To drefs thy Bridal Bed, and waſte thy Youth 

In wanton Pleaſures, and inglorious Love; 

A Virgin at my Altar wert thou Vow'd, 

'Tis fix d by Fate, and thou art mine for ever. ; 

With that ſhe ſaatch'd a Chaplet from my Hand. 

Which for thy Head in Fondneſs 1 had wove, | 

And bore me ſwiftly with her: In my Flight, 

Backwards, methought, I turn'd my Eyes to thee, | 

But found thee not, for thou wert vaniſh'd from me, 

And in thy Place my Father hy extended 265 

Upon the Earth, a bloody lifeleſs Coarſe ; 

Struck to the very Heart, I ſhriekt aloud, - | 

And waking, found my Tears upon my Pillow, | 
Tel, Vex not thy peaceful Soul, my fair Semanthe, 

Nor dread the Anger of the awful Gods, | a 

Sife in thy Native unoffending Iunobence. 

Still when the golden Sun withdraws his Beams; © 

And drowzy Night invades the weary Worlds, 

Forth flies the God of Dreams, fantaſtick Morphens, 

Ten thouſand mimick Fantoms fleet around him, 

Subtle as Air, and various in their Natures, *'- 

Eich has Ten Thouſand Thouſand diff rent _ 

In which they dance confus'd before the Sleeper, 

While the vain God laughs to bebold what Pin er. 

Imaginary Evils give Mankind. 4 5 

S:, Not hippy Omen that 9 


— f 


38 ULYSSES. 
When bright with Flames the chearful Altar ſhines, 
And the good Gods are gracious to our Offerings, 
Not Oracles themſclyes, that ſpeak us happy, 
Cou'd charm my Fears, and lull my froward Sorrows, 
Like the dear Voice of him whom my Soul loyes. 
Ev'a while thou ſpok'ſt my Breaſt begun to glow, 
I felt ſweet Hopes, and Joy, and Peace returning, 
And all the Fires of Life were kindled up anew. 

Tel. Hence then, thou meager Care, -boding Me 
Anxious Diſquiet, n Geieh 
Fly to your Native Seats, were deep below 
Old Night and Horror with the Furies dwell, 
Love and the joyful Genial Bed diſclaim you; 
To- Night a Thouſand little laughing Cupids 
Shall be our Guard, and wakeful watch around us; 
No Sound, no Thought ſhall enter to diſturb us, 
But ſacred Silence reign; unleſs, fometimes, 
We figh and murmur with Exceſs of . 

Sem. Alas, my Lord! | 

Tel. Again that mouraful Sound! BY 

Sem. What other Bain is this? what other Fear, 
So diff rent quite from what-1 felt before? 
Alternate Heat and Cold ſhoot thro' my Veins, 

Now a chill Dew hangs faintly: on my Brow, 

And now with gentle Warmth I glow all o'er; 
Short are my Sighs, and nimbly beats my Heart, 
I gaze on thee with Joy, and yet I tremble, 

'Tis Pain and Pleafure blended, both at once, 
Tis Life and Death, or ſomething more than either. 

Tel. Thus untry'd Soldiers when the Trumpet ſounds, 
(1 Thus 
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Thus Nature ſpeaks iu in unex perienc n 


And thus they bluſh, and thus like 
At Even, when the Queen retires N bl 
Ill meet thee here, der wm, 5 0 
Thy beſt, thy foreſt Refuge. — eb 
But ſee! the Stranger Ethos comes; retire; _ 3 
1 wou'd not have his watchful Eye obſerye 3 
3 Buter Æthon. 8357. 
change ths Jy vt, ht e 
Haſte, at. the appointed Hour —. HY 
Think with what eager Hopes, what Rage 1 burn, 
For ev'ry tedious Minute, how I mounz,. , | 
Think how call thee Cruel for thy Stay, 
And break my Heart with Grief, for thy unkind Delay; 
\ [Exernt Telemachus and Sem 
1 e Abon. . 
Aub. Hal- bat, ſo cloſe! how « cautious Ae 
As who ſhou'd ſay, Old Man you are too Wiſe, 
What has my outh to do with your + a= 1 
While Folly is ſo pleaſant to my Taſte, .. _ | 
And damn'd Deſtruction wears a Face ſo fair? 
This Samian King is Happy, i in his Arts: 
His Daughter, vow d a Virgin to Diana, 
Is brought to play tbe Wanton here at Ithaca: 
No matter for Religion; let the Gods | 
Look to their Rites themſelves: the Youth, grow "fond; 
Juſt to. their Wiſh ! and ſwears bimſelf their Vaſlal, . 
His Mother follows next — But ſoſt —— They come; j 
Now to put an. the Pandar 1 That's my N F 
Enter the ues and Eurymschun. 4 
Qu. Havel not anſwer's oft, It is in in. to 
te TRADE OIL = . 
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40 ULYSSES. 
As thou art Noble, pity me, Eurymachus, | | iy 
Add' not new Weight of Sorrows to my Pars, j 
| That drag too flow, too heavily along, 

Compel me not to curſe my Life, my Being, | 
To curſe each Morn, each chearful Morn, that dure 

With n Comfort on its balmy Wings, 

To ev'ry wretched Creature, but my ſelf; 

To me it brings wore Pain, and interated Woes. 

Eur. Oh God of Eloquence, brjght Maia's Son! 
Teach me what more than mortal Grace of m 
What Sounds can move this fierce relentleſs Fair, 11 
This cruel Queen, that pityleſs beboldss 
My Heart that'bleeds for her, my humble Knee, 

In abject low Submiſſion bent to Earth, 

To deprecate her Scorn, and beg in vain, 

One gracious Word, one favourable Look, 

Qu. Count back the tedious Years, fince firſt wy Hero 
Forſook theſe faithful Arms to War with Ney; 

And yet in all that long, long Tract of Time, 

Witneſs, ye ebaſter Powers, if e er my Thoughts. 

Have harbour'd any other Gueſt but him; 

Remember, King of Samos, what I have beet; 
Then think if I can n change —— Zhou?! come near. 
[Erhon comes 5 

Good honeſt Man! how rare is Truth like thine! 
Thou great Example of a Loyal Friend 

ib. Oh Lady, ſpare that Praiſe; if few like me 

Are Friends, yet none have ever loy'd like you; 
Why what a mighty Space is twenty Tears? 
Tis irkſome to Remembrance, to look back 
Upon your Youth, that happier Part of Life, ' 
Like ſome fair Field, of rich and fertile Soil. 
| That 
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That might have bleſt the Owner with Abundance, 
But left unheeded, like a barren Moor, 
Lies fenceleſs, wild, uncultivate, and waſte. 

N. Alas! | 

Eur, Ware Youth and Beanty givtn ie vein? 1: Þ\ 
Why were the Gods ſo laviſh of their Gifts, 

To one, whoſe ſullen Pride neglects to uſe em, 

As if ſhe ſcorn'd the Care Heav n took to make her Happy? 
tb. More than enough of Sorrow have you known; 

Give Eaſe at length to your afflicted Soul, ; 

Be comforted, and now while Time is yours, 

Taſte the good things of Life, yet e er they periſh, 

Yet cer the happy Seaſon paſs away. 

Qu. What Sov'reign Balm, what hear'aly healing Art; 
Can cure a Heart ſo torn with Grief as mine, * 15 
Can ſtay this never-ceaſing Stream of Tear, 

And once more make my Senſes know Delight? 
Eur. What God can work that Miracle but Love? 
Love, who diſpences Joy to Heay'n it ſelf, 1 1,0 
And chears his Fellow-Gods more than their Nectar; 

Til wrapt with vaſt, unutterable Pleaſures, 
Such as Immortal Natures only know, 
Each owns his Pow'r, and bleſſes the ſweet Boy. 

. Bu. Now Aibon, by thy Friendſhip to my Lord, 
Anſwer, I charge thee, to this cruel King; 

Demand if it be Noble to Prophane 
My Virtue thus, with looſe diſhoneſt 9 

th. Are Love and Virtue then ſuch Mortal Foes, 
That they muſt never meet? 

Qu. Never with me, 

Ualels my Lord return. 
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42 ULYSSES. 
Qu. Ha! surely I miſtook . what ſaid'ſt thou, 
Athon ? 
Zth. That you inve enki ng far chat Return, 
Waſted too much of Life, and caſt away 
Thoſe precious Hours, that might have been employ'd 
To better uſe than Weeping. 
| 2s. This from thee! | ' 
Of faithleſs! Truth is vaniſh'd then indeed. 
Oh Zthon! — art thou too —become my Enemy! 
tb. If, to reward your Faith to loſt Uſes, 
I pray the Gods to heap their Bleſſings on you, 
To make you Miſtreſs of a mighty Nation, 
An Empire greater, nobler than your own, 
And crown you with this valiant Monarch's Love, 
If this be Eumity, you may accuſe me. 
Qu. Doſt thou ſollicit-for him? doſt thou we 
Invade my Peace, my Virtue? 
Aub. Not for him, 
But for the common Happineſs of both. | 
Qu. Traitor! no more at length thy wicked Arts 
Thy falſe diſſernbled Friendſhip for my Lord, 
Thy Pious Journey hither for his ſake, 
Thy Care of me, my Son, and of the State, 
Thy Praiſe, thy Counſels, and thy ſhew of Virtue, 
$0 holy, ſo adorn'd with Rew'rend Age, 
All are reyeal'd, and thou confeſt a Villain; 
Hire, and the ſordid Love of Gin have caught thee; 
Gold has prevaild upon thee to betray me, 
And bargain for my Honour with this Prince, 


[Poimting to Eurymachus. 


ib. It grieves me I Offend ee am, 
I meant it as a Friend, * 
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2. Hence from my Sight! . 
bend, OTE 
Employ their pious Offices i in rain, . 8 | 1 
Learn we henceforth from this i imperious 5 
Learn we, from ber Example, to be cruel: | 54 
And tho” our ſofter | PaſGons reſt unſatxfy'd, . | 
Yet the mote fierce, the manly, and the rough, 
Shall be indulg d and riot to Exceſs. . 
Up then Revenge, and arm hes chow fell Pay; 
Up then, ang, ke H hundred Iron Whips, +. 
To- Day I yow. to acrifice. to thee, 1 $7 
And flake thy hoarid Thirſt wihDrovghtaof RojalGore | 
A.. What ſays the Tyrant ? { Aide. Oh. Enrywachus! 
What fatal. Purpoſe has thy Heart conceiv'd? ? 
What wenns that Rage that Iightens io thy Eyes? | 
That flaſhgs fierce, and menaces Dgſipudtion? © + 
Eur. rr 
And now another mightier Flame ſucceeds; 
Vaunt not too ſoon, nor triumph in thy hi 
For know, I 
There is a Way evin yet to reach thy Heart. 
Thou haſt a Son, 3 nn a a 
Qu. Oh fatal Thought! N 
Fear, ie dbe land of Death, hath ſeis d my Heart, | 
Cold. chilling Cold my Son — cena 
4. That ſtroke was nee Virtue, hold 
thy o. £ DLs. 
br. Know then, that Son is in my Pow'r, and holds 
His Fail uncertain Being at my Pleaſure, 
And when I frown, Death and DeftruQion, greedy,” 
Watchful, intent nh Tygers on their Prey, © © 
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By ' Start ſudden forth, and ſeize the helpleſs Boy. 5 Tc 

Three Hundred choſen Warriors from my Fleet, 
Who undiſcern'd, in Parties, and by ſtealth, 


Late came a-ſhore, now wait for my Commands; | Te 
Think on em as the Miniſters of Fate. He 
For when bid em execute, tis done. | Ca 
Qu. If, as my Soul preſages from thoſe Terrors | Tt 
Which gather on thy ſtern, tempeſtuous Brow, _ W 
Thou art ſeverely bent on Death and Vengeance, - | Tt 
Vet hear mie, bear a Wretch's only Pray'r, * 10 W 
Oh ſpare the Innocent; ſpare my'Teemachus, = Tl 
Let not the Ruffian's Sword'nor ben, — Ol 
Cut off the Noble Promiſe of his Youth; N M. 
Oh ſpare him, d let all thy Rage fall bere: 8 Ar 
Remember *twas this haughty, ſtubborn Queen By 
Refugd thy Love, and let her feel thy Hate. Ol 
Ear. A ſecret Joy glides thro* my ſullen Heart, 
To ſee ſo fair a Suitor kneel before me. W 
But what have I to do with Thoughts like theſe? | He 
ZEthon, go bear this Ring to bold Cerannes, © He 
The Valiant Leader of our Samian Band x He 
My laſt of Orders, which this Morn I gave him, a A. 
Bid him perform; haſte thou, and ſee it done. At 
2s. Stay I conjure thee, ibn Cruel King! A 
Speak, anſwer me, unfold this dread ful Scree: Si 


Where points this ſudden, dark, myſterious Miſchief? | 
Say, at the Head of what devoted Wretch : H 
This winged Thunder aims —— Say, while my Fear D 
Have left me yet a little Life to hear thee, Bi 
Eur. Already doſt thou dread the gith'ring Storm, 1 
That grumbles in the Air, preluding Ruin? A 
But mark the Stroke, keep all thy Tears for that, 
9 5 Too 


Too 
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ULYSSEGG as. 
Too ſoon it ſhall be told thee—— then, hence? | 
Qu. holding Ethon.) Not for thy Lite No not 


till Thou haſt heard me. en 
Too well, dal I underſtand my Fate. 


How have.I been, among the happy Moths | 


2 Ld 


| Call'd the moſt happy, now the moſt miſerable: 


The barren, comfortleſs fate. down and wept, 
When they compar'd their Marriage-Beds with mine 
The fruitful, when they, boaſted of their Number, 
With Envy and unwilling Praiſe, confeſt | 
That I had all their Bleſſings in my One. 
Our Virgins, when they met him, figh'd and bluſh'd, 
Matrons and Wives beheld, him as, a Wonder, 
And gazing Clouds purſu'd and bleſt him as he ad. 
But then his Youth! his Tendernefs ! bis, Pigty! - pop 
Ob my Tolemaghus! my Son! my Son! fon 

Eur. And what are all theſe Tears and helpleſs wailings 
What poor Amends to injur'd Love and me ? gs 
How have I mourn n'd thy Scorn, eee 5 
How have 1 melted i in unmanly Weeping? ? D 
How have 1 taught the Rubborn Rocks of Ithaca, \” , 
And all the ſounding Shore to eccho m y Compligings 7 
And haſt thou e er relented Now dae thou, : 
And murmur not, nor think thy Lot too hard, 
Since equal Juſtice pays thee but thy own. * 

Qu. Oh didſt thou know what Agonies I feel, 
Hard as thou art, thou would'ſt have Pity on me: Nev. 
Death is too poor a Name, for that means Reſt, 
But tis Deſpair tis mad tormenting Rage, 
Tis terrible tis bitter Pain it is 
A Mother's Mourning for ber only Son. 
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46- 6 LYSSEAN 
Ad, Now, now. ber abouring Heart is rent with 
7 Auguin! W B 
Oh Nature, hovy affecting are thy Sorrows! 
How moving, melting ina Mother's Eyes! | 
So Silver Thetis, ot the B hrygian Shore, Frogs 
Wept for ber Son, 'fote-knowlh of tis pag gms 
The Sex-Nymphis ſite around, Joyn'd their "Tears, x 
While from his loweft Heep old 4 le Ocean 3 
Was heard to groati, in pity of their Pain. L. 
Eur. Fair Mourner riſe Thus far thou baſt pe 
vail'd, on; | [Offering to rae be 
If, to attone for all I have endur'd, 
For all thy cold Neglect, thy Arts, pee, 9 
For ¹ my Years of anxious Expeckation, ld * yt 
This Night thou give thy Beauties to wy Arms; _ 
This Night! for Love, impatient 'of my Wrongs, | 
Allows not eva a Moment's Space beyond it; 
The Prince, thy lov'd Telemachus, ſhall live, | DEER 
And Dinger and Diſtreſs ſhall never know thee more, _ 
Qu. Oh Shame! Oh Modeſty! tf =y 
And ſpotleſs Purity! Ye Heay'nly Train! ene Are 
Have I preſery'd you in my ſecret Soul,, 
To give you up at laſt, then plunge in Guilt, Eg 
Abandon'd'to Diſhonour and Pollution ! _ . . 
Oh never! never! let me firſt be rack d. | 


* 11 ? * 


10 


Torn, ſeatter d by the Winds, plung d in the Der | 
Or bound amidft the Flames Oh friendly * 
Open thy Boſom - And thou Proſerpine, | 
Infernal Fun, mighty Queen of Shades, | 
Receive me to thy dark, thy dreadful Empire, | 
And hide me, fave me from this Tyrant's Furyg, 


 Zth,Ohracking, racking Pain of ſecret Thought! [ {ſilt 
Ext 
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Eur. Hence! hence thon Trifler Love! fond, vain 
Deceiver! 

1 caſt, I tear thee out · as, 20 
Ys. Then drag me too! Vet hear me once ance morej 

For I will ſpeak to thee of Love! of Rage! 

Of Death! of Madneſs! and Eternal Chat:: | 
Eur. Away, thou Loiterer D Ethon; 
th. Then I muſt go? : a et 
Qu. Eurymachus ! [Holding aut ber Hand to him. 
Eur. Speak ——— | 
Qu. Mercy! 

Eur. Love! 

Qu. Telemachus, 

Eur. My Queen! My. Goddeis! Art, thou kind at la? 
Oh ſoftly, ſoftly breatbe the e 3 
And let it gently ſteal upon my Soul, 

Gently as falls the balmy Derr from Heav'n. 

Or let thy kind conſenting Eyes ſpeak. for thee, 

And bring e . 

She yields! Immortal Gods! e 27 4 
Qu. Whereis he? 0 10 0 9 5 eds 

Where is my Son? © telt me, — 

Swear to me ſome moſt ee folown-Onh, - 

Swear my 1 free from Dogs 

And thou — — and thou Stygian Pin, 
Hear, all ye greater and ye leſſer Powers, . 
That Rule in Heaven, in Zarth, in Seat, and Hel, 

While to my Queen; on this fair Hand I (wear, 

That Royal Youth ithat-beſt-lav'd, Son is ſafe, 

Nor dies, unleſs his Mother urge his Fate. 

At Night, « Prieſt; by faithful Erh Care, 
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In private ſhall attend at thy Apartment, wi” 
There while rich Gums we burn, and Spicy Odours, 
The Gods of Marriage and of Love invoking, 
I will renew my Vows, and at thy Feet 
Devote ey'n all my Pow'rs to thy Command. 
Q. Till then be kind, and leave me to my ſelf: 
Leave me to vent the Fulneſs of my Breaſt, | 
pour out the Sorrows of my Soul alone, | 
And figh my ſelf, it poſſible, to Peace. 
Oh thou dear Youth, for whom | feel again 
My Throes, and twice endure a Mother's Pain; 
Well had I dy'd to ſave thee, oh my Son, 
Well, to preſerve thy Life, had givin my own; 
But when the Thoughts of former Days return, H 
When my loſt Virtue, Fame, and Peace ] mourn, A 
The Joys which ſtill thou gav'ſt me I forget, Sh 
And own I bought thee at a Price too great. ¶ Ex. the Ou; Tl 
Eur. At length we have prevail'd : Fear, Doubt and 4. 
Thoſe peeviſh Female Virtues; fly before us, un Su 
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And the diſputed Field at laſt is ours. At 

eb. Yes, you have conquer d, have approv's you ca | 
A Maſter in the Knowledge of the Sex. By 
What then remains but to prepare for Triumph, = 
To rifle all the Spoils of Captive Beauty, Ex 
E none ponies, | 
What of the Prince? | WI 

Eur. He lives, but muſt be mine, 7 * An 
And my Semanthe's Love the Band to bold him; a 
But to to-morrow's Davyn leave we that Care Ha 
The preſent Day, for deep, for vaſt Deſigns, - 
And hardy Execution is decreed. ' Fie 
This Night, according to their wonted Riot. TH 
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ULYSSES. 49 
The Rival Princes mean to hold a Feaſt. 
th. 1 mark'd but now the mighty Preparation, 

When to the Hall the ſweating Slaves paſt in, 
Bending beneath the maſſie Goblets Weight, 
Whoſe cach capacious Womb, fraught with rich Juice 
Drawn from the Chian and the Lesbian Grape, 
Portended witleſs Mirth, vain Laughter, Boaſting, 
Contentious Brawling, Madneſs, Miſchief, and fou] Mur- 
While to appeaſe the Glutton's greedy Maw [der; 
Whole Herds are ſlain, more than ſuffice for Hecatombs, 
Eyn more than Zeal, with pious Prodigality, 
Beſtows upon the Gods to feed their Prieſts with, 

Ear. Then mark me well, or er the rowling Night 
Hath finiſh'd half her Courſe, the fumy Vapours 
And mounting Spirits of the deep-drunk Bowl, 
Shall ſeize the Brains of theſe carouſing Lovers; 
Then fhalt thou, ZZhon, with my valiant Samians, 
Arm'd and appointed all at thy Command, 
Surround the Hall, and on our common Foes 
At once Revenge my Queen, thy ſelf, and me. 

th. Ha! At a Blow! tis juſt— tis greatly thought! 
By Fove th Avenger, twill be noble Slaughter; 
Nor doubt the Event. I anſwer for em all, 
Eva to a Man. 

Eur. Thiue then be all the Care, 
while I with ſofter Pleafares crown wy Hears, 
And revel in Delight. 
tb. How ! At that Hour! [Starting 
Ha! In Enjoyment! Can that be? | 

Tur. It muſt. 
Fierce for the Joy, in Secret, and alone 
[| ſteal upon my Love. 
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th. Stay! that were well! 
"Alone you muſt 
kur. None but the conſcious Prieſt. 
That too muſt be thy Care, 6 
One for the Purpoſe fit. | 
th. Moſt worthy Office! | LA. 
One to your Wiſh, try'd in theſe pious Secrets, 
My Friend of ancient Date, is now in Ithaca; 
Him ſworn to Secrecy, and well prepar'd, 
I will inftru& to wait you with the Queen. 
Eur. Then be propitious, Love! 
th. And thou Revenge! 
Shoot all thy Firer, and wake my ſlumb' ring Rage, 
Let my paſt Wrongs, let Indignation raiſe 
My Age to emulate my youthful Praiſe, 
Let the ſtern Purpoſe of my Heart ſueceed, 
Let Riot, Luſt, and proud Injuſtice bleed: 
| Grant me but this, ye Gods, who fayour Right, ; 


I 2k no other Bliſs nor fond Delight, 
Nor envy Thee, O King, thy Bridal Night. 
| [Exeutt 
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ACT Hl. SCENE l. 


Euter Æthon, Mentor and Eumzus. 


th. IF Virtue be abandon'd, loſt and gone, 

No matter for the Means that wrought the Ruin; 
Whether the Pomp of Pleaſure danc'd before her, 
Alluring to the Senſe, cr dreadful Danger 
Came arm'd with all its Terrors to the Onſet, 

She ſhou'd have held the Battel to the laſt, 
Undaunted, yieldleſs, firm, and dy'd or corquer'd, 
Men, Think on what hard, on what unequal Terms 
Virtue, betray'd within by Woman's Weakneſs, 
Beſet without with mighty Fears and Flatteries, 
Maintains the doubtful Conflict Sure if any 
Have kept the Holy Marriage-Bed inviolate, 
If all our Grecian Wives are not like Hellen, 
That praiſe the Queen my Royal Miſtreſs merits. 
Eum. And oh impute not one unheeded Word, 
Forc'd from her in the bittereſt Pangs of Sorrow, 
When fierce conflicting Paſſions ſtrove within, 
Like all the Winds at once let looſe upon the Main, 
When wild Diſtraction rul'd—— Oh urge not that, 
A Blemiſh on her fair, her matchleſs Fame, 
Eth. Oh Mentor, and Eumaus, faithful Pair! 
To whom my Life, my Honour, all I truſt, 
Theſe Eyes beheld her yielding Curſed Object 
cheld her in the Samian King's Embrace; 
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The Sight of Hell, of baleful Acheron 
That rowls his livid Waves around the Damn'd, 
| Rowing and yelling on the farther Shore, 
Was not ſo terrible, fo irkſome to me, 


As when I ſaw his Arms infold Penelope. 0 
F heard the fatal Compact for To- night, By 


| The Joys which be propos d, nor ſhe rs omg 00 
But ſee ſhe comes 


Men. Flow much unlike a Bride! T! 

| Enter the Veen. ZH 0. 
Behold her Tears, ſee comfortleſs Affliction, ar 
Anguiſh, and helpleſs, deſolate Misfortune Tc 
0 

Writ in her Face. | | ; 
th. Retire; I wou'd obſerve 5 Or 


[Men. and Eum. retire to the back Part of the Stage, Ki 
2%. And doſt thou only weep ? Shall that put off Yo 


Th approaching Hour of Shame, or ſave thy Son? 
Thou weep'ſt, and yet the ſetting Sun deſcends Not 
Swift to the Weſtern Waves; and guilty Night, fis 
Haſty to ſpread her Horrors o'er the World, wh: 
Rides on the dusky Air, And now it comes, 'Tis 
The fatal Moment comes, ey'n that dread Time Say 
When Witches meet to gather Herbs-on Graves, Whe 
When diſcontented Ghoſts forſake their Tombs, Sam 


And ghaſtly roam about, and doleful groan, leo Non 
And hark! the Screech-Ow!l ſcreams, and beats the Wis | x: 
Wich deadly Wings And hark! More dreadful ye 

Like Thracian Tereus to unhappy Philomel, 

The furipus Bridegroom comes, — the Tyrant! Rayiſher! 
And ſee! the Shade of my much-injur'd Lord 

Starts up to blaſt me! — Hence! Begon, you Horron 
For L will hide me i in the Arms of Death, 


Ang 
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And think on you no more — That Traytor here! 
[Seeing Æthon. 
Zth, Hail beauteous Queen ! The God of Love ſalutes 
And thus by great Eurymachus he ſpeaks : [ihee, 
Be Sorrow and Misfortune on thy Foes, | 
But let thy Days be crown'd with ſmiling Peace, 
Content, and everlaſting Joy dwell with thee. 

Qu Com'ſt thou to greet me with the Sounds of Joy? 
Thou Meſſenger of Fate. So the hoarſe Raven 
Croaks o'er the Manfion of the dying Man, 

And often warns him with this diſmal Note, 
To think upon his Temb. 
th. Or I miſtvok, 
Or 1 was bid to treat of gentler Matters, 
Kindly to ask at what auſpicious Hour, 
Your Royal Bridegroom and the Prieſt ſhou'd wait you. 
Qu. Too well my boding Heart foretold thy Tidings — 
Now what Reply? There is no Room for Choice, 
Tis one Degree of Inſamy to doubt, 
| What muſt be muſt be——Let me then reſolye, 
„ IJ Tis only thus no more and I am free, ¶ 4ſide, 
Say to the Samian King, thy Maſter, thus; 
When Menelaus and the Fate of Greece 
Summon'd my Lord to Troy, he left behind him 
eon None worthy of his Place in Love or Empire, 
w tb. How, Lady ! — Whither points her Meaning now ? 
ul yet 7 Aſide. 
: Qs. Say too, I're held his Merit in the Balance, 
Uſher" BY But find the Price of Honour ſo much greater, 
That twere an Ideot's Bargain to exchange em; 
Yet tell him too, I have my Sex's Weakneſs, 
| bave a Mother's Fondneſs in my Eyes, 
C3 EY 
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And all her tender Paſſions in my Heart. He 
Dab. Ay, there ! tis there ſhe's loſt ! LA. Co 
To ſee what more, far more chan Life I joy in, 0¹ 
My only Pledge of Love, my Lord's dear Image, Ar 
My Son by bloody Hands mangled and murder'd ;. WW Fo 
(Oh terrible to Nature!) Therefore one, By 
One Remedy alone is left to ſave me, Hi 
To ſhield me from a Sight of ſo much Horror, By 


And tell Eurymachns, I find it here. 
[She offers to ſtab her ſelf 4 Æthon catches hell G. 
of her Arm, and prevents bit, At 


tb. Forbid it, Gods! periſh che Tyrant rather, Fo 
Let Samos be no more. Fo 
Give 9 to my jut age br tardy Hand? To 


3 n thou betray d me! Let me go, 
Oh iet me, iet me die, or I will curſe thee, 
Till Hell ſhall tremble at my Imprecations,. 
Till Heav'n ſhall blaft thee — loſt! undone ſor ever: 
Ach. Oh Trifler that I am! Mentor! Eumaus! 
[They come ferwl 
Come to my Aid! ——Be calm but for a Moment, 
And wait to ſee what Wonders it will ſhew thee, 
Guard her upon your Lives, remember that, 
Goard her from ev'ry Inſtrument of Death, 
Scoth and aſſwage her Grief, till my Return 
Unfold the mighty Secret of her Fate, 
And once more reconcile her Soul to Peace, [ Ex. Rchou, 
Qu. And are you too my Foes? have you conſpit d 
And joia'd with that falſe then to betray me? 
Here fit thee down theo, bumbly in tho Duſt, 
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Here fit, a poor, forlorn, abandon'd Woman; 
Caſt not thy Eyes up to yon? azure Firmament, 
Nor hope Relief from thence, the Gods are pitileſs, 
Or buſie in their Heay'n, and thou not worth their Care; 
And oh! oh! caſt eri not on Earth, to ſeek 
For Suceour from the faithleſs Race of Man; 
But as thou art forſaken and alone, 
Hops not for Help, where there is none to help thee, 
But think tis Deſolation all about thee. 
Men, Far be that Thought, to think you are forſaken; 
Gods and good Men ſhall make you ſtill their Care. 
And oh! far be it from your faithful Servants, 
For all thoſe Honours mad Ambirior toils for, 
For all the Wealth that bribes the World to Wickedneſs, 
For Hopes or Fears, for Pleaſures or for Pains, 
To leave our Royal Miſtreſs iP Diftreſs, Period. 
Eum. At length Time's Fulaeſs comes, and that great 
For which ſo many tedious Years rod round, 
At length the white, the ſmiling Minute comes, 
To wipe the Tears from thoſe fair Eyes for ever; 
That Good we daily pray'd for, but pray'd hopeleſs, 
That Good, which even the Preſcience of the Gods 
(So doubtfully was it ſet down in ate.) 
Uncertainly foreſaw, and darkly promis d, 
That Good, One Day, the happieſt of our Lives, 
Freely and fortunately brings to paſs. | 
Men. And hark] vindictive ove prepares his Thunder, 
[ Thunder, 
Let the Wrong-doer and the Tyrant tremble; 
The Gods are preſent with us — And behold! 
The ſolid Gloom of Night is rent aſunder, 
While Floods of dwzling, pure ztherial Light, 
C4 Break 


Break in upon the Shades — She comes, She comes! 
Pallas, the Fautreſs of my Maſter's Arms. 
And ſee where terrible in Arms, Majeftick, 
Celeſtial, and ineffably effulgent, 
She ſhakes her dreadful Ægi from the Clouds! 
Bend, bend to Earth, and own. the preſent Deity. 
[It Thunders again 
[The Scene opens. above, and diſcovers Pallas in 
the Clouds. [They kneel 
Eum. Daughter of mighty Fove, Tritonian Pallas, 
Be favourable ! oh! oh! be propitious, 
And ſave the finking Houſe of thy Ulyſſes. 
Men. Goddeſs of Arts and Arms, thou blue-ey'd Maid, 
Be fayourable! oh! ——ob! be propitioue,. 
And glad thy Suppliants with ſome chearful Omen, 
Qs. Virgin, begot and horn of Foue alone, 
Chaſte, Wiſe, Victorious, if by thy Aſſiſtance 
The Greeks were well aveng d on Perjur'd Troy, 
Tf by thy Aid, my Lord from Thracian Rheſus 
Obtain'd his ſnowy Steeds, and brought ſucceſsful 
Thy fatal. Image to the Tents of Greece ;. 
Once more be favourable be propitious, 
Reſtore my Lord Or if that be deny'd, 
Grant me to ſhare his Fate, and die with Honour; 
[ Thunder again The Scene cloſes above They riſe.] 
Men. The Goddeſs ſmiles — Moſt happy be the Omen! 
And to the Left auſpicious rowls the Thunder. 
Euter Mthon, or Ulyſſes, without his Diſguiſe, 
magnificently Arm d and Habited. 
Qu. What other God art thou? —— Oh ſacred Form! 
I dream, I raye! — Why put'ſt thou on this Semblance ? 
W hat 
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What ſhall I call thee 7— Say, ſpeak, anſwer me. 
[She advances two or three Steps looking amazedly- 
Son of Laertes ! King! My Lord! ——Uhſſes! 
Ulyſ. Why doſt thou gaze? —— Am I ſo dreadful ſtill? 
I; there ſo much of Ztchon ſtill about me? 
Or haſt thou is it poſſible forgot me? 
un Does not thy Heart acknowledge ſomething here? 
5 in Qu. Nay tis, tis moſt impoſſible to Reaſon. 
eeb But what have I to do with Thought or Reaſon? 
WW Thus Mad, Diſtracted, raging with my Joy, 
Il ruſh upon thee, claſp thee to my Boſom, 
And if it be Deluſion, let me die, 
aid, Here let me fink to everlaſting Reſt, 
Juſt here, and never never think again. 
Ulyſ. No, live thou great Example of thy Sen, 
Live for the World, for-me, and for thy ſelf : 
Ungumber'd Bleſſings, Honours, Years of Happineſs, - 
Crowns from the Gods, enrich'd with brighteſt Stare, 


All Heav'n and Earth united in Applauſe, 

Wait, with offeiaus Duty, to reward thee. 
Live to enjoy ev'n all thou haſt deſerv d, | $4 
That fulneſs of Delight, of which theſe Arms *Y 


And this tranſporting Moment gives thee Earneſt. . 
Qu. I gaze upon thy Face, and ſee thee bere. 
The ſullen Pow*rs below, who rule the Dead,. 
ent Have liſten'd to my Weeping,. and relented, . 
Have ſent thee from Byxium back to mes 
Or from the Deep, from Sea-green Neptund's Seats: - 
Thou'rt riſen like the Day-Star; or from Heay'n 
m! Some God has brought thee on the Wings of Winds; 
e ? Oh Ecſtaſie . But all that I can know, 
hat chat I wake and live, and thou. art here. 
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Uyſſ. Troy I forgive thee now! ye Toils and Perile 
Of my paſt Life, well are you paid at once. | 
For this the faithleſs Syrens ſung in vain, 

For this I ſcap'd the Den of monſtrous Polypheme, 
Fled-from Calypſo's Bonds and Circe's Charms; 

For this ſeven Days, and ſeven long Winter-Nighte, 
Shipwreck'd I floated on a driving Maſt ; 

Toſt by the Surge, piercd by the bitter Blaſts. . 

Of bleak North- Winds, and drench'd in the chill Wave 
F trove with all the Terrors of the Deep. 

Qu. Yes thou baſt born it all, I know thou haſt, 

| Theſe Wars, Winds, Magick, Monſters, all for me. 

Rleſt be the Gracious Gods that gave thee to me! 

Say then! O how ſha'l I reward thy Labours ? 

But J will fir and liften to thy Story, 

While thou recount'ſt it o'er;. and when thou fpeak' 

Of Difficukies hard and near to Death, 

Il pity thee, and anſwer with my Tears; 

But when thou com'ſt to ſay how the Gods ſav d thee, 

And how thy Virtze ftrugg'd through the Danger, 

For Joy, Tl fold thee thus with ſoft Endearments, 

And crown thy Conqueſt with Ten Thouſand Kiſſes. 
U. It is a heavy and a rueful Tale, 

But thou wilt kindly ſhire with me in all Things; 

It ſhall be told thee then, whate'er I ſuffer d, 

Since, in a luckleſs Hour, I firſt fer out, 

Ey'n to that time, when ſcarce twice ten Days paſt, 

As ſrom Phaacia homeward bound to Ithaca, 

A Storm o'ertook and wrack'd me on the Coaſt 3 

Alone and Naked was Þ caſt a-ſhore,. 

And only to theſe faithfut Two made known, 


Til Feve ſhou's point me our me Opportunity; 
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Once more to ſeize my Right in thee and Empire. 
Men. Tis hard, injurious, an Offence to Virtue, 

To interrupt your Joys, ye Royal Parr, 

But oh forgive your faithful Servant's Caution, 

Think where you are, what Eyes malicious Chance 

May bring to pry into the happy Secret, 

Uatimely to diſcloſe the fatal Birth, 

And rafhly bring it immatore to Light. 
Ulyſ. Mentor, thou warn'ſt us well—Retire, my Love. 
Qu. What, mult we pert deny? | 
U. For a Moment, 

Like Waves divided by the gliding _ 

That meet again, and mingle as before. 

Qu. Be ſure it be not longer. 

U. Sweet, it ſha* not. 
mae Wigs our e Big 
Our Son t increaſe the Joy. 

Qu. I muſt obey you, 

Remember well how trig abſent, 

And what a poor Amends this ſhort Enjoyment makes me. 

Oh I ſhall die with ſtrong defire to ſee thee, 

Shall think this one impatient Minute more, 

Than all thy long, long Twenty Years before, [Ex. 22 

Buter at the other Door Telemachus. | q 
Tel, The Queen my Mother, paſt ſhe not this Way? 
Men. She did, my Lord, ey'n now. 
Tel, Saw you not too | 

The Samian Princeſs, fair Semanthe, with her? 

Say, went they not together? | | 
UH Might I ſpeak, 

I thiok it is not fit they were together; 

For wherefore ſhou'd the Queen of Inbacs 

| > M Hold 
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Hold Commerce with the Daughter of Eurymachus ? 
Pardon me, Sir, I fear you are offended, 
And think this Boldneſs doe not fit a Stranger. 
Tel. Tis true thou art a Stranger to my Eyes, 
And yet, methought, thou ſpok'ſt with Athon's Voice; 
Save, that th' untoward Purpoſe of thy Words 
Seem'd harſh, ungentle; and not like my Friend. 
Ulyſ. Whate'er I ſeem,. believe me, Princely Youth,. 
Thou haſt not. one, one dear ſelected Mate, 
That ought to ſtand before me in thy Heart; 
Tho from your tender Infancy till now. 
He dwelt within thy Boſom, thou in his, | 
Tho' every Year has. knit the Band more cloſe, 
Tho” Variance never knew. you; but complying 
Fach ever yielded to the other's Wiſhes,. 
Tho? you havetoil'd and reſted, laugh'd and 8 
And ran thro' every part of Life together, 
Tho' he was all thy Joy, and thou all his, 
Yet ſure he never lov'd thee more than I do. 
Tel. Whoe'er. thou art, (for tho' thou ftill art ZEthon;. 
Thou art not he, but ſamething more and greater,), 
I feel the Force of every Word-thou:ſpeak'ft, 
My, Soul is aw'd with reverential Fear, 
A Rear not irkſome, for tis mix'd with Love, 
Ev'n ſuch a Fear as that we worſhip Heav'n / withz. 
Oh pardon if I err, for if thou art not 
Zthon, my Father's Friend, thou art ſome God: 
Ulyſ. It barely to have been-thy Father's Friend. 
Ceu'd move thee to ſuch tender, juſt Regards,. 
Thus, let me thus indulge thy filial Virtue, 


[Embracing bim 
Thus pref the in my him., a Pious Son, 5 
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And while my ſwelling Heart runs o'er with Joy, 
Thus tell thee that I am, I am a Father.. ; 
Tel. Oh moſt amazing!. 
Men. Yes, my Royal Charge, 
At length behold thy God-like Sire, Ulyſſes. 
Bleſt be my Age, with all its Cares and ALE] 
Since it is lengthen d out to ſee this Day, 
To give thee back, thou dear entruſted Pledge, 
Thus worthy as thou art, to thy great Father's Arms: 
Tel. Oh tis molt certain ſo, my Heart confeſſes him. 
My Blood and Spirits, all the Pow'rs of Life, | 
Acknowledge here the Spring from whence they came.. 
Then let me bow me, caſt me at his Feet, 
There pay the humble Homage of my Duty, 
There wet the Earth before him with my Teara,, 
The faithful Witneſſes of Love and Joy: 
And when my Tongue for Rapture can no more, 
Silent, with lifted Eyes, III praiſe the Gods 
Who gave me back my King, my Lord, my Father. 
Ulyſ. Oh riſe, thou. Off-ſpring of my Nuptial Joys, 
Son of my Youth, and Glory of my Strength, 
Rob.not thy Father's. Arms of ſa much Treaſure, -- 
But let us meet; as ove and Nature meant us, 
Thus, like a Pair of very faithful Friends: 
And tho? I made harſh Mention of thy Love, 
(Oh droop-not at the Name): by blue-ey'd Pallas: 
I meant it not in angry, chiding Mood; | 
But with.a tender and a fond Concern 0 
Reminded thee- of what thou. ow'ſt to Honour. 
Tel. When I forget it, may the worſt Afflictions, 
Your Scorn, your Hate, and Infamy o ertake me;, 
be that th' important nn my, Life, | 
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Let me be task d to hunt for it thro' Danger, 
Thro? all the Roar of the tumultuous Battel, 
And dreadful din of Arms; there, if I fail, 
May Cowards ſay I'm not Ulyſſes' Son, 
And the great Author of our Race diſclaim me. 
UH. Oh Noblenefs innate! Oh Worth divine! 
Etherial Sparks! that ſpeak the Hero's Lineage, 
How are you pleafing to me? So the Eagle, 
That bears the Thander of our Grandfire Fove, 
With Joy beholds bis hardy youthful} Off. ſpring 
Forſake the Neſt, to try his tender Pinions, 
In the wide untra Air; till bolder grown, 
Now, like a Whirlwind, on the Shepherds Fold 
He darts precipitate, and gripes the Prey; 
Or fixing on ſome Dragon's ſcaly Hide, 
Eager of Combat, and his future Feaſt, 
Bears him aloft, reluctant, and in vain 
Writhing his ſpiry Tail. 
Tel. I wou'd be active, 
Get me a Name diſtioguiſh'd from the Herd 
Of common Men, a Name worthy my Birth. che, 


y. Nor ſhalt thou want th* Occafion ; now it courts 


Stands ready, and demands thy Courage now. 

Were I indeed as other Fathers are, 

Did I but liſten to ſoft Nature's Voice, 

I ſhou'd not urge thee to this bigh Exploit, 

For tho! it brings thee Fame, it brings thee Danger. 
Tel. Now by the God of War, ſo much the better: 

Let there be'Honour for your Son to win, 

And be the Danger ne'er ſo rude and deadly, 

No matter, twill enhance the Prize the more, 

And make it lovely in a brave Man's Eye; | 


ee, 
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and Chimera's form'd in Gold, 

Sit graceful underneath the nodding Plume; 

And terribly adorn the Soldier's Helm. 

Ul. Know then, on this important Night depends 
The very Criſis of our Fate; To-night - 
The ſleeping Vengeance of the Gods ſhall wake, 
And ſpeak Confufion to our Foes in Thunder: 
Juſtice entruſts her Sword to this right Hand, 
And I will fee it faithfully employs. 

Tel. By Virtue and by Arms tie noble Work! 
burn impatient for it——Oh my Father, 
Give me my Portion of the glorious Labour. 1 

y. One more immediate Danger threats thy Mother; 
That to avert, muſt be thy pious Care. 2 
While Mentor, with Eumaus, and our ſelf, 
Back d by a choſen Band; (whom how prepar'dy 
How gather d to our Aid, the preſſing Hour 
Allows not now to tell,) invade yon Drunkards 
Immerſt in Riot, careleſs, and defying 
The Gods as Fables, ſtart upon em ſudden, - 
And ſend their guilty Souls to bowl below, 
Upon the Banks of Styx ; While this — 
Dar'ſt thou defend thy Mother ? 

Tel. Oh! to Death, | 
Againſt united Nations wou'd E fund 5 
Her Soldier, her Defence, my fingle Breaſt 
Oppos d againſt the Rage of their whole War; 
She is ſo good, ſo worthy to be fought for, 

The facred Cauſe wou'd make my Sword ſuccefaful}. 
And gain my Youth a mighgy Name in Arms, 
Ul. Then prove the Peril, and enjoy the Fame, 

ire the Mid-hous of powling Night approach, 
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Remeniber well to plant thee at that Door; | 
Thou know'ſt it opens to the Queen's Apartment: ( 
„ eee £1 P 

[Drawing his Swords 

Swear on my Sword, — filial Piety, 
By all our Race, by Pallas and by Fove, 
If any of theſe curſed Foreign Tyrants, \ 
Thoſe Rivals of thy Father's Love and Honour, 
Shall dare to paſs thro! that forbidden Entrance, 
To take his Forfeit Life for the Intruſion, 


Tel. I ſwear And may my-Lot in future Fame 
© [Telemachus kneels and kiſſes the Sword: 
Be Good or Evil but as I perform it. 
Ulyſ. Enough —— I do. believe thee. A 
Men, Hark! my Lord! 
| £ confuſed oP is heard within. 
How loud the Tempeſt roars! The bellowing Voice 
Ot wild, enthuſiaſtick, raging Mirth, 1 
With Peals of Clamour ſhakes the vaulted Roof. Uh 
Tel. Such ſurely is the Sound of mighty Armies- Br 
Ja Battel join'd, of Cities ſack d at Midnight, = 
Of many Waters, and united Thunders; Tl 
My gen'rous Soul takes fire, and half repines, - As 
To think ſhe muſt not ſhare the-glorious Danger, 
Where Numbers wait you, worthy of your Swords. Te 
Ulyſ. No more, thou haſt thy Charge, look well to thats. H: 
For theſe, theſe riotous Sons of Noiſe and Uproar, - * 
1 knows their Force, and know I am Uhyſes. Fa 
So Fove look d down upon the War of Ators,. * 
And rude-tumultuous Chaos, when as yet Le 
Fair Nature, Form, and. Order had not Being, 
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But Diſcord and Confuſion troubled all; | 
Calm and ſerene upon his Throne he fate, 
- Fix'd there by the eternal Law of Fate, 
Safe in himſelf, becauſe he knew his Pow 'r; | 
And knowing what he was, be knew he was ſecure: 


ACTIV. SCENEL 


Enter Telemachus and Antinous. 


HE King return'd? So long conceaPd in Ih, 
Zthon the King? What Words can ſpeak. mx 
Wonder? 

Tel. Yes, my Autinaus, tis moſt amazing 
*Tis all the mighty working of the Gods; 
Uaſearchable and dark-to human Eyes: 

But oh, let me conjure thee by our Friendſhip, 
Since to thy faithful Breaſt alone lv truſted 
The fatal Secret, to preſerve it ſafe, 

As thou wou'dſt do the Life of thy Telemachus. 

Ant. Wrong not the Truth of your devoted Slaves. 
To think he wou'd betray you for whole Worlds. 
Have you not ſail it, that your own dear Life, 

And all your Royal Race, dep-.nds upon it? 

Far from my Lips, within my Breaſt Tl keep it; 

Nor breathe it ſoftly to my ſelf alone, 

Leſt ſome officious murmuring Wiad ſhould tell i itz. 
And babbling Eccho's catch the feeble Sound. 
Tel 
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| Tal, No, thou art true, ſuch have I ever found thee; 
But hafte, my Friend, and ſummon to thy Aid 
What Force the ſhortneſs of the Time allows thee; 
Then with thy ſwifreft Diligence return. 
Since, as I urg d to thee before, it may 
Import the Safety of my Royal Parents. 
Some black Deſign is by theſe Stranger-Princes 
Contriv'd againſt the Honour of the Queen. 

Ant, Ere Night a buſie Rumour ran around 
Of armed Parties ſecretly diſpos'd 
Between the Palace-Gardens and the Sea; 
Bold Cleon ſtrait and Arcas I diſpatch'd 
To ſearch the Truth; that known, with haſte to raiſe 
And arm our Citizens for your Defence : 
Ere this they have obey'd me; when L ve join'd 
The Pow'r their Diligence bas drawn together, 
II wait you here again upon the Inſtant. 

[Exit Antinous, 

Tel, Oh Li bow ace thy precious ſweeteſt Minutcs 
Thus ever croſt, thus vext with Diſfappointments! 
Now Pride, now Fickleneſs, fantaſtick Quarrels 
And ſullen Coldneſs give us. Pain by turns; 
Malicious medling Chance is ever buſie 
To bring us Fears, Diſquiet, and Delays; 
And ev 'n at laſt, when after all our waiting, 
Eager, we think to ſaatch the dear-bought Bliſs, 
Ambition calls us to its ſullen Cares, 
And Honeur ſtern, impaticat of Neglect, 
Commands us to forget our Eaſe and Pleaſures; 
As it we had been made for nought but Toil, 
Aud Love were not the Bus neſs of our Lives. 


ates 


ULTSSES. 6 

Emer Eury machus. 

Eur. The Prince yet here! Twice have | ſought, ſince 
To paſs in private to the Queen 's Apartment, (Night, 
But found bim ſtill attending at the Door; 

What can it mean? 
Tel, It is Semanthe's Father! 
Ha! Sure the Gods, in-vitro exo favs 
Have deſtin'd him to ſcape Ulyſſes Vengeance. h 
Eur. How comes it, gentle Youth, when Wine and Mirth. 
Chear ev'ry Heart to-night, and baniſn Care, 
find thee penſively alone, avoiding 
The Pleaſures and Companions of thy Youth, 
And like the ſighing Slave of Sorrow, waſting 
The tedious Time in mehncholy Thought? 
Tel. Behold the Ruins of my Royal Houſe, 
My Father's Abſence, and my Mother's Grief 
Then tell me if J have not Cauſe too great 
To mourn, to pine away my Youth ia Sadneſs, ' 

Er. Qur Daughter once was wont to ſhare your 
Believe me, ſhe has Reaſon to complain, (Thongamy 
If you prefer your Solitude to her; 

While here you ſtay, diſconſolate and muſing, 
Lonely ſhe fits, the tender - hearted Maid, 
And kindly thinks of you, and mourns your Abſence! 

Tel, The conſtant, faithful Service of my Life, 

My Days and Nights devoted all to her, 
Poorly repay the fair Semanche's Goodneſs: 

Yet they are hers, ev'n all my Years are hers; 
My preſent Youth, my future Age is hers, 
All but this Night, which here Pye ſworn to paſs; * 
Revolving many a fad and heavy Thought, 
And ruminating on my wretched Fortunes, 
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Eur. How ! bere! — to paſs it here 
Tel. Ev'a here, my Lord. 


Eur. Fantaſtick Accident. Whence cou'd this * 
come? [ Afade. 


Well, Sir, purſue your Thoughts; I have ſome Matters 0 
Of great and high Import, which on the Iuſtant 
I mull deliver to the Queen, your Mother. 1 
Tel. Wbate er it be, you muſt of Force delay it 
Till Morning. 
Eur. How, delay it! tis impoſſible. ! 
But wherefore? Say, 
Tel. The Queen is gone to Reft, 
Oppreſt and waſted with the Toil of Sorrows, 
Weary as miſerable painful Hinds, 


That labour all the Day to get 'em Food, 
She ſeeks ſome Eaſe, ſome Interval of Cares, 
From the kind God of Sleep, and ſweet Repoſe. 
Ere ſhe retir'd ſhe left moſt trict Command, 
Nane ſhou'd approach her till the Morning's Dawn. 
Eu. Whate'er thoſe Orders were, Fhave-my-Reaſons 
To think my ſelf excepted : And vyboe er 
Brought you the Meſſage, through officious Haſte 
Miſtook the Queen, and has inform'd you wrong. 

Tel. Not ſo, my Lord; for as I honour Truth, 
Ev'n from her ſelf did. I receive the Charge, 

Eur. Vexation and Delay! — Then tis thy own .. 
Thy Error, and thou heard'ſt not what ſhe ſaid. 
I tell thee, Prince, tis at her own Requeſt, 
Her Bidding, that at this appointed Hour 
I wait her here; detain me then no more 
With tedious vain Replies, for I o:uft paſs... 


1g 


Tel. Were it to any but Semanthe's Father. 
That Miſtreſs of my Reaſon and my Paſſions, 
Who charming both-makes both ſubmit alike, 
Perhaps I ſhou'd in rougher Terms have anſwer'd, 
But here imperious-Love demands Reſpect, 


Conſtrains my Temper, to my Speech gives hens 


And I muſt ovly-ſay Vou cannot paſs. 
Eur. Ha! Who ſnhall bar me? 
Tel. With the gentleſt Words 
Which Reverence and Duty can invent 
I will intreat you not to do 2 Violence, 
Where nought is meant to you but worthieſt Honour, 
Eur. Oh trifling, idle Talker! — know, my Purpoſe 
Is not of ſuch a light, faataſtick Nature, 
That I ſhou'd quit it for a Boy's latreaty, 
More than my Life or Empire it imports, 
All that good Fortune ar the Gods can do for me 
Depends upon it, and I will bave Eatrance. 
Tel. Nay then itis time to ſpeak like what I am, 
And tell you, Sir, you muſt not, nor you ſha' not 
Eur. 'Twere ſafer for thy raſh, unthinking Youth 
To ſtand the Mark of Thunder, than to thwart me; 
Beware leſt I forget thy Mother's Tears, 
The Merit of her ſoft complying Sorrows, 
Dreadful in Fury leſt I ruſh upon thee, 
Graſp thy frail Life, and break it like a Bubble, 
To be diſſolv d, and mixt with common Air. 
Tel. Oh 'tis long ſince that I have learnt to hold 
My Life from none, but from the Gods nl ad its 
Nor mean to render it on any Terms, 18 
Unleſs thoſe Heav'nly Donors ask it back. 
Eur. Know'ſ thou what tistotempt a Rage like mine? 
But 


But liſten to me, and repent thy Folly. 
This Night, this Nighe ordain'd of old for Bliſs, 
Mark'd from the reſt of the revolving Year, 
And ſet apart for Happineſs by Fate, 
The charming Queen, thy Mother, is my Bride. 
Tel. Confuſion! Curſes on the Tongue that ſpoke it 
Eur. To-night the yields, ev'n for thy fake ſhe yields: 
To-night the lovely Miſer grown indulgent 
Reveals her S:ores of Beauty long reſerv'd, 
She bids me revel with the bidden Treaſure, 
And pay my ſelf for all her Years of Coldneſs. 
Tel. Perdition on the Falſhood! 
Eur. Dare not then 
To croſs my Tranſports longer; if thou doft, 
By all the Pangs of diſappointed Love, Drawing 
Tl force my Way, thus through thy Heart's beſt Blood. 
Tel. How is my Piety and Virtue loſt, 
And all the Heay'nly Fire extin& within me! 
I hear the ſacred Name of her that bore me 
Tradue d, difhonour'd by a Ruffian's Tongue, 
And am I tame! Love, and ye ſofter Thoughts, 
I give you to the Winds. Know, King of Samos, 
Thy Breath, like peſtilential Blaſts, infe&ts 
The Air, and grows offenſive to the Gods: 
If thou but whiſper one Word more, one Accent 
Againſt my Mother's Fame, it is thy laſt, 
Eur. Bray'd by a Boy !— a Boy !— the Nurſe's Milk 
Yet moiſt upon his Lip! feeble in Infancy, - 
Eſſaying the firſt Rudiments of Manhood, | 
With Strength unprectis d yet, and unconfirm'd, 
Oh Shame to Arms! — But I haye born too long 
Fly ſwift, avoid the Tempeſt of my Fury, 
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Or thus I'll pour it in a Whirlwind on therm.. 
Daſh thee to Atoms thus, and toſs thee round the Werd; 
e | 
5 

Tel. To thine 
This Greeting I return. 

Eur. The Furies ſeize thee, [Eurymachus falls; 
Thou haſt ſtruck me to the Earth, blaſted my Hopes, 
The partial Gods are leagu'd with thee againſt me, 
To load me with Diſhonour —— ob my Fortune! 
Where is my Name in Arms, the- boaſted Trophies 
Of my paſt Life? for ever loſt, defac'd, 

And raviſh'd from me by a beardlaſs Stripling. | 

Tel. What means this ſoft Relenting in my Soul? 
What Voice is this that ſadly whiſpers to me, 

Behold San Father bleeds to Death? 
Why would you urge me? | — 

Eur. Off, and come not near me, 5 
But let me curſe my Fate, and die contented, 

Tel, And ſee he ſinks yet paler to the Earth, 

The Purple Torrent guſhes out impetuous,, 
And with a guilty Deluge ſtains the Ground; 
No help at Hand! what hoa! -—— Aue [Exe 

Eur. Let there be none, no Witneſs of my Shame, 
Nor let officious Art preſume to offer 
Its Aid, for I have liv'd too long already. 

Der Semanthe. 

Sem. Sure I have Raid ton long, and while I fete 
Sadly attentive to the weeping Queen, 
Hearing her tell of Sorrows upon Sorrows, 
Ey'a to a lamentable length of Woe, 
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Th' appointed Hovr of Love paſtd by-unheeded; 
My Lord perhaps will chide; oh no!—— He's genths, 
And will not urge me with my firſt -Offerice, 
| Juſt as l entcr'd here the Bird of Nigbt 
Ili-boadirg ſtriek d, and ftrair, me:hought, I heard 
A low complaining Voice, that ſeem'd to murmur 
At ſome hard Fate, and groan to be reliey'd, 
Fe gracions Gods be good to my Telemachus! 
Eur. Ha! What art thou that doſt thy Hoſtile Oribom 
Offer to Heav'n for my Mortal Foe? ä 
Sym. Guardians of Innocence, ye Holy Pow'rs, 
Defond me, ſave me! | 
Eur. Art thou not Sermanthet | 
Sem. My Father !-— On the Ground! — Bloody and 
ale! {Running to him, and kneeling by hin, 
Oh Horror! Horror! Speak to mie —— Say who 
What curſed Hand has done this dreadful Deed? - 
That with my Cries I may call out for Juſtice, 
Call to the Gods, and to my dear Telemachus, 
For Juſtice on my Royal Father's Murderer, 
Eur. If there be yet one God will liſten to thee, 
Sollicit him, that only equal Power, 
To rain down Plagues, and Fire, and ſwift DefiruCtion, 
En all his whole Artillery of Vengeance, 
On him, who, aided by 2 adverſe Stars, 
Robb'd me of Glory, Love, and Life — Telemachus, 
Sem. What ſays my N it is impoſſible! 
He could not — would not — for Semanthe's fake, —— 
di Telemachus. | 
Tel. Alas! — there is none near — no Help — $+ 
manthet o— [Crying out, 
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| zur. And ſee he bears the Trophy of his Conqueſt; | 
Y hold his Sword yet reeking with my Blood, 
hen doubt no more, nor ask whom thou hon dſt curſe ; | 
is Telemachus =——— on whom revenge me, 
ut on Telemachus ? —— Why do 1 leave thee 
helpleſs Orphan in a Foreign Land, 
at for Telemachus ? — Who tears me from thee | . 
elemachus. —— Why is thy King and Father 
retch'd on the Earth a cold, and lifeleſs Coarſe, 
pglorious and forgotten — Oh! Telemachus! [ Dies 
Sem, Cruel! — unkind and cruel! — | 

[She faints, and falls upon the Body of Eury machus: 
Tel, She faints, | 
Jer Cheeks are cold, and the laſt leaden Sleep 
langs heavy on her Lids — Wake, wake Semanthe, 
h let me raiſe thee from this Seat of Death; | 
[Raiſmg her up, and ſupporting her in his Arms) 
ift up thy Eyes — Wilt thou not ſpeak to me? 
Sem. Let me forget the Uſe of ey'ry Senſe, 
me not ſee, nor hear, nor ſpeak again 
ter that Sight, and thoſe moſt dreadful Sounds; 
bere am I now? — What! — lodg d within thy Arms; 
und off, and let me fly from thee for ever, 
wiſter than Lightning, Winds, or winged Time; 
ly from thee till there be whole Worlds to part us, 
Till Nature fix her Barriers to divide us, 
ler frozen Regions, and her burning Zones; 
Till Danger, Death and Hell do ſtand betwixt us, 
nd make it Fate that we ſhall never meet. 
Tel, Tis juſt ; I own thy Rage is juſt, Semanthe: 
ach fatal Circumſtance is ſtrong againſt me; 
den if thy Heart ſeverely} is reſoly'd 
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Never to liſten when I plead for Mercy, | 
Tho? Piety and Honour join with Love, 
And humbly at thy Feet make Interceſſion: 
If thou art deaf to all, then this alone 
Is left me, to receive my Doom, and die. 
Sem. Are Love, are Piety, and Honour, Parricides? 
Are they like thee? Do they delight in Blood? 
Oh no! Celeſtial Sweetneſs dwells with them, 
Friendly Forgiveneſs, Gentleneſs and Peace, 
Mercy and Joy; but thou haſt violated 
The Sacred Train, brought Murther in amongſt em: 
And ſee, diſpleas'd, to Heav'n they take their Flight, 
And have abandon'd thee and me for ever, 
Tel, If ſudden Fury have not chang'd thee quite, 
If there be any of Semanthe left, 
One tender Thought of that dear Maid remaining, 
Yet, I conjure thee, hear me. 
Sem. Tis in vain, 
And that known Voice can never charm me more. 
Tel. Be Witneſs for me. Heay'n, with what Reluctane 
My Hand was lifted for this Fatal Stroke : 
With Injuries which Manhood could not brook, 
With Violence, with proud inſulting Scorn, 
And ignominous Threat'nings was I urg'd; 
Long, long, I ſtrove with riling Indignaticn, 
And long repreſs d my ſweliing, youthtul Rage; 
I groan'd, and felt an Agony within: 
*I'was hard indeed — but to my ſelf I faid, 
It is Semanthe's Father, and I'll bear it: , [Sufferings! 
Sem. And cou'dſt thou do no more? Call ti. thou theſe 
Theſe ſhort, tumultuous, momentary Paſſions ? 
What would not I have born for thee, thou Cruel ane? 
For 
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For thee, ſo fondly was my Heart ſet on thee; 
Forgetful of my tender, helpleſs Sex, 3 
1 would have wander'd over the wide World, — 
Known all Calamities and all Diſtreſſes, | 
Sickneſs and Hunger, Cold and bitter Want; 
For thee, retir'd within ſome gloomy Cave, 
I wou'd have waſted all my Days in Weeping,. 
And liv'd and dy'd a Wretch to make thee happy 5s - 
Till I had been a Story to Poſterity; Las nt) : 
Till Maids, in After- times, had ſaid, Behold 
How much ſhe ſuffer'd for the Man ſhe lovd. 
: Tel. And is there any one, the moſt afflicting 
Of all thoſe Miſcries Mankind is born to, 
| Which for thy ſake I would refuſe? —— But oh! 
Mine was a harder, a ſeverer Task ; 
The Queen, my Mother, truſted to my Charge, 
My Royal Father's Honour, and my own, 
The Pledges of Eternal Fame or Iafamy, 
United urg'd, and call'd upon my Sword. 
Sem. What is this vain, fantaſtick Pageant, Honour, 
This buſy, angry thing, that ſcatters Diſcord 
Amongſt the mighty Princes of the Earth, 
And ſets the madding Nations in an Uproar? 
But let it be the Worſhip of the Great, 
Well haſt thou warn'd me, and Ill make it mine; 
Yes, Prince, its dread Command ſhall be obey'd, 
Our, Samian Arms ſhall pour Deſtruction on you, 
Your yellow Harveſts and your Towns ſhall blaze, 
ing? The Sword ſhall rage, and univerſal Wailings 
Be heard amongſt the Mothers of your Ithaca, 
Till War it ſelf grow weary, and relent, 
ane? Ad that poor bleeding King be well reveng'd, @— 
* D 2 Tel, 
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Tel. Haſte then, and let the Trumpet ſound to Army, 
Semanthe's Vengeance ſhall not be delay'd; | 
Prepare for Slaughter and wide-waſting Ruin, 

Prepare to feel her Wrath, ye wretched Ithacans ; 

Lift not a Sword, nor bend a Bow againſt her, 

But all like me, with low Submiſſion meet her, 

And let us yield up our devoted Lives, 

Nor once implore her Mercy _—— for, alas! 

Cruel Semanthe has forgot to pardon : 

For Blood, Deſtruction and Revenge ſhe calls, 

And Gentleneſs and Love are Scrangers to her. 

Sem. Love! Did'ſt thou ſpeak of Love? — Oh il. 
tim'd Thought! 

Bchold it there! behold the Love thou bear'ſt me! 

[Pointing to the Body of Eurymachu, 

Bebold that! that! more dreadful than Meduſa, 

It drives my Soul back to her inmoſt Seats, 

And freezes every ſtiff ning Limb to Marble. 

Seeſt thou that gaping Wound, and that black Blood 

Congealing on that pale, that aſhy Breaſt? 

Then mark the Face— how Pain and Rage, with all 
The Agonies of Death, fit freſh upon it: 
This was my Father —— Was there none on Earth, 
No Hand but thine? ——— 
Tel. Within my own fad Heart 
J felt the Steel before it reach'd to his. 
How much more happy is his Lot? The Sleep 
Of Death is on him, and he is in Peace; 
W hile I, condemn'd to live, muſt mourn for him, 
Mourn-for my ſelf, and, to compleat my Woes, 
Feel all thy Pains redoubled on Telemachus. 
Sem. I know thou hat'ſt me, and that deadly Blow 


Was meant to do a Murther on Semanthe. But 
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But oh! it needed not, for thy Unkindneſs 

Had been as fatal to me as thy Sword. 

If one cold Look, one angry Word had told me, 

That thou wert chang'd, and I was grown a Burthen to 

I ſhould have — thy cruel Purpoſe, Ithee, 

Sate down to weep, and broke my Heart, and dy'd, 
Tel. It is too much, and I will bear no more; 

Oh thou unjuſt, thou lovely falſe Accuſer, 

How baſt thou wrong d my tender, faithful Love 

Ia ſpight of all theſe Horrors of my Guilt, 

And that malignant Fate that doom'd me to it; 

In ſpight of all, I will appeal to thee, 

Ey'n to thy ſelf, inhuman as thou art, 

It ever Maid was yet beloy'd before thee 

With ſuch Heart-aking, cager, anxious Fondneſs, 

As that with which my Soul defires my dear Semanthe. 
Sem, Deteſted be the Name of Love for ever! 

Henceforth let caſy Maids be warn'd by me, 

No more to truſt your Breaſts that heave with Sigbiog, 

Your moving Accents, and your melting Eyes 

Whene'er you boaſt your Truth, then let em fly you, 

Then ſcorn you, for *tis then you mean Deceiving; 

If yet there ſhould ſome fond Believer be, 

Let the falſe Man betray the Wretch like thee, 

Like thee, the loſt, repenting Fool diſclaim, 

For Crowns, Ambition, and your Idol, Fame; 

When warm, when languiſhing with ſweet Delight, 

Wiſhing ſhe meets him, may he blaſt her Sight 

With ſuch a Murther, on her Bridal Night, Exit. 
Tel. Now arm thee for the Conflict, oh my Soul, 

And ſee how thou can'ſt bear Semanthe's Lols ; 
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Mentor nor Zthon now, my King, my Father An 
Shall need t upbraid me with th unhappy Paſſion 3 
Ha! that has wak'd a Thought — Tis certain fo, 
And this is all the Work of cruel Policy: 

The Danger of the Queen was from Eurymachus, 


Therefore my Sword was choſen to oppole it, Ti 
That it might cut the Bands of Love aſunder; An 
Oh Dreamer that I was. ' 
Enter Antinous, Cleon ard Arcas, with Soldiers | 
Ant. My Lord, where are you? Th 
Thus to his Son, our King, the great Ulyſſes, 
By me commands; Your Royal Mother's Danger Sy 
Is now no more, ſince all the Rival Princes Bu 
Are in the Hall beſet, and ev'n this Moment N. 
Revenge and Slaughter are let looſe among em; Le 
Haſte then to join your God-like Father's Arms, H. 
To bring your pious Valour to his Aid, T 
And ſhare the Conqueſt end the Gloty with him. If 
Wel. Ha! Com'ſt thou from the Hall, Antinous? D 
Ant. Ev'n now, my Lord. As I was haſting hither, 
It was my Chance to meet my Royal Maſter; T 
Eager with Joy I thre me at his Feet, 
With wond'rous Grace he rais'd me and embrac'd me, A 
Then bid me fly to bear his Orders to you. U 
By the loud Cries, the Shouts, and claſh of Arms, 0 
Which, juſt as I had left him, ſtruck my Ear, 5 
1 gueſs ere this the Combat is begun. F 
Tel. Yes, yes, my Friend, that Danger of the Que 1 
Is no no more: However, be thou near a 
To guard her, to ſupport her, leſt the Terrors 
Of this tumultuous, this moſt dreadful Night, bo 


May ſhake her Soul:. will obey the King, 
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And gladly lofe the Life he gave me, for him. 
And fince the Pleaſure of my Days is loſt, 
Since my Youth's deareſt, only Hopes are croſs d, 
Careleſs of all, Fl ruſh into the War, 
Proyoke the lifted Sword and pointed Spear, 
Till all o'er Wounds I fink amidſt the Slain, 
And bleſs the friendly Hand that rids me of my Pain. 
[Exit Tel. 
2 Cleon. Behold, my Lord, and wonder here with us; 
The Samian King! 
Ant. Eurymachus! . Tis he; 
Surprifing Accident! — Whence came this Blow? 
But tis no matter, ſince it makes for us, 
Nor have we Time to waſte in vain Enquiry; 
Let it ſuffice that we have loſt an Enemy. 
Haſte to the Queen, my Cleon, and perſuade her 
To ſeek her Safety with us in the City: 
If ſhe refuſe, bear her away by Force. 
Do you attend him, =— - [To the Soldier, 
ther Arc, Had you ta'en my Counſel, 
The Prince ſhou'd not have *ſcap'd us, 
Ant, Arcas, no 
me; A Life like his is but a ſingle Stake, 
Unworthy the Contention it might coft: 
p Gaining the Queen, I have whate'er I wiſh, 
Fear of the Samians and the ſubtle King 
Forbad my coming with a ſtronger Power, 
Left they had ta'en th' Alarm, and turn'd upon us: 
Therefore I held it ſafer by a Wile 
To work upon the Youth, and ſend him hence, 
And that way gain Admittance to his Mother. 
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Arc, Our Ithacans, who give the King for loſt, 
Shall deem this Tale of his Return a Fable; 
Or tho? they ſhou'd believe it, yet will join us, 
And with united Arms aſſiſt your Cauſe, 
Why do we linger then? Heard you that Cry? 

| [Ory of Women within 

Succeſsful Cleon, of his Prey poſſeſs d, ** 
Leads us the Way, and haſtens to the City. 

Ant. Come on, and let the crafty fam d Ulyſſes .. 
Repine and rage, by happier Frauds excel//d, 
Let the Forſaken Husband vainly mourn 
His tedious Labours, and his late Return 
In vain to Pallas and to Fove complain, 
That Troy and Hector are reviv'd again. 
Poſſeſs'd, like happy Paris, of the Fair, 


I'll lengthen out my Joys with Ten Years War, 
And think the reſt of Life beneath a Loyer's Care, 
| | [Exeunt, 


nd v0 4a Xo £A 2 tw £O Od 


ACT 


E LAND 


ULYSSES: | * 


ACT V. SCENE L 
SCENE the City. 
Enter ſeverally Mentor and Eumaus. 


Eum. Wär the Joy, the Boaſt of Conqueſt now? 
In vain we triumph o'er our foreign Tyrants, 
So ſoon to periſh by domeſtick Foes. 
Why ſhone the great Ulyſſes dreadful fierce 
As Mars, and mighty as Phlegraan Fove? 
Why reeks yon Marble Pavement with the Slaughter | 
Of Rival Kings that fell beneath his Sword, 
Victims to injur'd Honour and Revenge? 
Since by the fatal Error of Telemachns, - 
The Prize for which we fought, the Queen, is loſt, - 
Is yielded up a Prey to falſe Antinexs. 
Men, He truſted in the Holy Name of Friendſhip,. 
And, conſcious of his own Uprightneſs, thought 
The Man whom he had plac'd ſo near his Heart 
Had ſhar'd as well bis Virtues as his Lo . 
Eum. How bears the Prince this Chance? 191 
Men. Alas! Eumaus, | 5 
His Griefs have rent my aged Heart aſunder, | 
Stretch d on the damp unwholſome Earth he lies, 


Nor had my Pray'rs or Tears the power to raiſe him 


Now motionleſs as Death his Eyes are fia dq, 
And then anon he ſtarts and caſts em upwards, 10 
And groaning,. cries, I am th' accurſt of lere. | 
My Mother! my Semanthe ! and my Mother! al 
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Eum. The King, whoſe equal Temper, like the Gods, 
Was eyer calm and conſtant to it ſelt. 
Struck with the ſudden, unexpected Evil, 
Was mov'd to Rage, and chid him from bis Sight. 
But now returning to the Father's Fondneſs, 
He bad me ſeek him out, ſpeak Comfort to him. 
And bring him to his Arms. 
Alen. Where have you left 
Our Royal Maſter? | 
Dum. Near the Palace-Gate, 
Attended by thoſe few;Thoſe faithful few, 
Who dare be loyal at a time like this, 
When ev'n their utmoſt Hope is but to die for him. 
Men. That laſt Relief, that Refuge of Deſpair 
Ts all I fear is left u.. From the City 
Each Moment brings the growing Danger nearer; 
There's not a Man in Ithaca but arms; 
A thouſand blazing Fires make bright the Streets, 
Huge gabbling Crowds gather, and roul along 
Like roaring Seas that enter at a Breach 
The neighb'ring Rocks, the Woods, the Hills, the Dales, 
Ring with the deaf'ning Sound, while bold Rebellion 
With impious Peals of Acclamation greets 
Her trait'rous Chief Antimons, Where is then 
One Glimpſe of Safety, when we hardly number 
Our Friends a Twentieth Part of this fierce Multitude? 
Eum. Vet more, the Samians, by whoſe Arms aſſiſted 
We late prevail'd againſt the riotous Woers, 
By ſome finiſter Chance have learnt the Fate 
Of their dead Monarch, and call loud for Vengggnce; 
With cloudy Brows the fullen Captains gather 
In murm ring Crouds around their weeping Princeſs, 
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As if they waited from her mournful Lips | 
The Signal for Deſtruction, from her Sorrows | 
Catching new Matter to encreaſe their Rage, 
And vowing to repay her Tears with Blood. 
But ſee ſhe comes, attended with her Guard.. 

Men, Retire, and let us haſte to ſeek the Prince; 
This Danger threatens him: If he ſhould meet em, 
His Piety would be repaid with Death; 
Nor cou'd his Youth or God-like Courage fave;him, 
Unequally opprels'd, and cruſh'd by Numbers, 

[Exeunt Mentor and Eumzus. 


Enter Two Samian Captains, and Soldiers; ſome bearing the 
Body of Eurymachus: Semanthe following with — 
and Attendants, 

Sem, Te valiant Samian Chiefs, ye faithful Followers 

Of your unhappy King, juſtly perform 

Your pious Office to his ſacred Relicks, 

Bear to your Fleet his pale, his bloody Courle;. 

Nor let his diſcontented Ghoſt repine, 

To think his injur'd Aſhes ſhall be mix'd 
1 Capt. Ob, Royal Maid! whoſe Tears look lovely on- 

Whoſe Cares the Gods ſhall favour and reward. 

Queen of our Samos now, to whom we offer 

Our Humble Homage, to whoſe juſt Command 

We vow Obedience, ſuffer not the Seaman 

T' unfurl bis Sails, or call the Winds to ſwell em, 

Till the fierce Soldier have indulg d his Rage, 

Till from the curled Darlings of their Youth 

And from the Faireſt of their Virgin-Daughters, 


We'ye choſe a thouſand Victims for a Sacrifice, © 
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T' appeaſe the Manes of our murtber'd Lord. 
Sem, Now! now Semanthe! wilt thou name the 
Murth'rer? | | | 
Wilt thou direct their Vengeance where to ſtrike? I d. 
Oh my fad Heart. Haſte to diſpoſe in Safety 
Your venerable Load; and if you lov'd him, 
If you remember what he once was to you, 
How great, how good and gracious, yield this Preof 
Of early Faith and Duty to his Daughter, 
Reſtrain the Soldier's Fury, till I name 
The Wretch by whom my Royal Father fell. 
Let ſome attend the Body to the Shore, 
The reſt be near, and wait me. 
[Exeunt ſome with the Body; the reſt retire withn 
the Scene, and wait as at a Diſtance, 
| Enter at the other Door Telemachus. 
Tel. Why was I born? why ſent into the World, 
Ordain d for miſchievous Miſdeeds, and fated 
To be the Curſe of them that gave me Being? 
Why was this Maſs ta en from the Heap of Matter, 
Where innocent and ſenſeleſs it had reſted, 
Jo be indu'd with Form, and vex'd with Motion? 
How happy had it been for all that know me, 
If Barrenneſs had bleſs'd my Mother's Bed; 
Nor had ſhe been diſhonoured then, nor loſt, 
Nor curſt the fatil Hour in which the bore me: 
Love had not been offended for Semanthe, 
Nor had that Fair One known a Father's Loſs, 
Sem. What kind Companion of Semanthe's Woes 
I, that, who wand'ring in this dreadful Night 
Sighs out her Name with ſuch a mournful Accent? 
Ha! ————— but thou art WW 
a St! 
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Still ſpread her gloomy Mantle o'er thy Vilage, 
And hide thee from theſe weeping Eyes for ever. 

Tel. Yes, veil thy Eyes, or turn em far from me: 

For who can take Delight to gaze on Miſery? 
Fly from the Moan, the Cry of the Afflicted, 
From the Complaining of a wounded Spirit, 
Left my contagious Griefs take hold on thee, 

And ev'ry Groan I utter pierce thy Heart. 

Sem. Oh ſoft enchanting Sorrows! never was 
The Voice of Mourning half ſo ſweet oh who 
Can liſten to the Sound, and not be mov d. 

Not bear a Part, like me, and ſhare in all his Pain? ¶ Ada 

Tel. But if perhaps thy Fellow-Creature's Sufferings 
Are grown a Pleaſure to thee, (for alas! 

Much art thou alter'd) then in me behold 
More than enough to ſatisfie thy Cruelty ; 
Behold me here the Scorn, the eaſie Prize 
Of a proteſting, faithleſs, Villain Friend. 
I have betray'd my Mother, I betray'd her; 
Ey'n I, her Son, whom with ſo many Cares 
She nurſt and fondled in her tender Boſom. , 
Wou'd I had dy'd before I ſaw this Day! 
I left her, I forſook her in Diſtreſs, 
And gave her to the Mercy of a Raviſher. 
. Sem. Yes, I have heard, with Grief of Mindredoubled, 
The too hard Fortune of the pious Queen; 
For her my Eyes inlarge and ſwell their Streams, 
Tho' well thou know'ſt what Cauſe they had before 
To laviſh all their Tears: I pity her, 
I mourn her injur'd Virtue; but for thee, 
Wbate er the righteous Gods have made thee ſuffer, 
Juſt is the Doom, and equal to thy Crimes, 
| Tel, 
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Tel. Tis Jaſtice all, and fee I bow me dow- i 
With Patience and Submiſſion to the Blow z | | 
Nor is it fit that ſuch a Wretch as T wm m 
Should walk with Face erett upon the Earth, 
And hold Society with Man ch therefore 
Let me conjure thee by thoſe tender Ties 
Which held us once, when I was dear to thee, 
And thou to me, as Life to living Creatures, 
Or Light and Heat to univerſal Nature, 
The "Comfort and Condition of its Being, 
Compleat th imperfe& Vengeance of the Gods, | 
Cal forth the valiant Samians to thy Aid, h 
Sem. Oh hold, | 
Stay thy raſh Tongue, nor let it ſpeak of Horrors | 
That may be fatal to.... 
Tel, What meat ſt HOP"! 
Sem. Somethi 
For which I want « Name — Ts thats none near ? 
| © [Looking abou, 
No conſcious Ear to arch the guilty Sound? 
Nono to upbraid my Weakneſs, call me Parrieide, 
And charge me as conſenting to the Murther? 


For oh my Shame! my Shame] I muſt eonfeſs it 


Tho? Piety and Hotiour urg'd me on, © | . 
bo Rage and Grief had wrought'me to DiſtraRtion: 
I durſt not, cou'd not, wou'd not once accuſe thee. 

Tel. And wherefore art thou merciful in nee 


Oh do rot load me with that Burthen Life; | / 


Unleſs thou give me Love, to chear my Labours, 

Tell me, Semanthe, is it, is it thus Jing. 

The Bride and Bridegroom meet ? Are Tears and Mourn- 
This 


TLIYTSSES. 
This Bitterneſs of Grief, and theſe Lamentinge, 
Are theſe the Portion of our Nuptial Night? 
Sem. But thou, thou only did'ſt prevent the Joy, 
'Tis thou haſt turn'd the Bleffing to a Curſe; 
Live therefore, live, and be, if it be poſſible, 
As great a Wretch as thou haſt made Semanthe, 
Tel. It ſhall be ſo, — 1 will be faithful to thee, 
For Days, for Months, for Years I will be miſerable; | 
protract my Suff rings ev n to hoary Age, 
And linger out a tedious Life in Pain; 
In ſpight of Sicknefs, and a broken Heart, | 
I will endure for Ages to obey thee. 
Sem. Oh never ſhalt thou know Sorrows like mine; 
Never deſpair, never be curs'd, as I am, 
Yes, I will open my afflicted Breaſt, 
And fadly ſhevy thee ev'ry ſecret Pain, 
Tho' Hell and Darkneſs with new Monſters teem, 
Tho? Furies hideous to behold afcend, a a 
a Toſs their infernal Flames, and yell around me; 
lou; WE Tho' my offended Father's angry Ghoſt 
Shou'd riſe all pale and bloody juft before me, 
Till my Hair ſtarted up, my Sight were blaſted, 
And ev'ry trembling Fibre ſhook with Horror; 
vet yet oh yet I muſt confeſs I love thee &: - 
Tel. Then let our envious Stars oppoſe in vain 
Their baleful Influence, to thwart our Joys; 
My Love ſhall get the better of our Fate, 
Prevent the Malice of that hard Decree, 
That ſeem'd to doom us to eternal Sorrows; 
And yet in ſpight of all we will be bappy. 
10 Sem, Let not that vain, that faithleſs Hope deceive thee; | 
urn- For tis reſoly'd, tis certainly decreed, 
This 
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Fix'd as that Law by which Imperial us 
According to his Preſcience and his Pow'r, 
Ordains the Sons of Men to Good or Evil; 

Tis certain, ev'n our Love, and all the Mis'ries 
Which muſt attend that Love are not more certain, 
Than that this Moment we muſt part for ever. 

Tel, How! —— Part for ever That's a way indeed 

To make us Miſerable, Is there none, 
No other ſad Alternative of Grief, | 
No other Choice but this? — What, muſt we part for ever 

Sem. Ob ſigh not, nor complain —— Is not thy Hand 
Stain'd with my Father's Blood? Juſtice and Nature, 
The Gods demand it, and we muſt obey; 

Yes, I muſt go,. the preſſing Minutes call me, 
Where theſe fond Eyes ſhall never ſee thee more, 
No more with langui hing Delight gaze on thee, 
Feed on thy Face, and fill my Heart with Pleaſure ; 
Where Day and Night ſhall follow one another, 
Tedious alike and irkſome, and alike 

Waſted in weary Lonelineſs and Weeping. 

Tel. Here then, my Soul, take thy Farewel of Happineſy 
That and Semanthe fly together from thee: 
Henceforth renounce all Commerce with the World, 
Nox hear, nor ſee, nor once regard what paſſes, | 
Let mighty Kiogs contend, ambitious Youth 
Arm for the Battel, Seaſons come and go; 

Spring, Summer, Autumn, with their fruitful Pleaſures 
And Winter with its ſil, er Froſt, let Nature 
Diſplay in vain her various Pomp before thee, 

'Tis wretched all, tis all not worth thy Care, 

{Tis all a Wilderneſs without Semanthe, 

\ Sem. Ong laſt, one e guilty Proof, how much llovethee; 
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(Forgive it Gods!) Ceraunus and the Samians 
Shall bring thee from me, ere I part from Ithaca, 
That done, III haſte, II fly, as I have ſworn, 
For thy loy'd ſake, far from the Sight of Man, 
Fly to the pathleſs Wilds, and ſacred Shades, 
Where Dryads and the Mountain-Nymphs reſort ; 
There beg the rural Deities to pity me, 
To end my Woes, and let me on their Hills 
Like Cypariſſus grow a mournful Tree; 
Or melt like Weeping Byblis to a Fountain. 
Tel. Since Fate divides us then, fince I muſt loſe thee, 
For Pity's ſake, for Love's, oh ſuffer me | 
Thus languiſhing, thus dying to approach thee, 
And ſigh my laſt Adieu upon thy Boſom: 
Permit me, thus, to fold thee in my Arms, 
To preſs thee to my Heart, to taſte thy Sweets, 
Thus pant, and thus grow giddy with Delight, 
Thus for my laſt of Moments gaze upon thee, 
Thou beſt — thou only Joy —— thou loſt Semanthe! 
Sem. For ever I cou'd liſten But the Gods, 
neſs; WW The cruel Gods forbid, and thus they part us. 
Remember oh remember me, Telemachus ! 
„ Perhaps thou wilt forget me; but no matter, 
I will be true to thee, preſerve thee erer, 
The {ai Companion of this faithful Breaſt, 
WH While Life and Thought remain, and when at laſt 
ſure ! feel the Icy Hand of Death prevail, 
My Heart-ftrings break, and all my Senſes fail, 
Il fix thy Image in my clofing Eye, 
Sigh thy dear Name, then lay me down and die. [Exit 
Manes Telemachus. 
thee; Ted, And whither wilt thou wander, thou forlorn 
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Abandon'd Wretch! The King thy Father comes, 
Fly from his angry Frown —— No matter whither, 
Seek for the darkeſt Covert of the Night, _ | 
geek out for Deith, and ſee if that can bide thee, _ 
If there be any Refuge thou can'ft prove, | 
Safe from purſuing Sorrow, Shame, and anxious Love. 

t [Exit 
Enter Ulyſſes, Eumzus, and Attendants. 

Ulyſ. To doubt if there be Juſtice with the Gods, 
Or it they care for ought below, were impious. 
Oft have I try'd, and ever found em faithful, 

In all the various Perils of my Life, 

In Battels, in the midſt of flaming Troy, 

In ſtormy Seas, in thoſe dread Regions where 
Swarthy Cimmerians have their dark Aboad, - 
Divided from this World, and Borderers on Hell ; 
Ev'n there the Providence of Fove was with me, 
Defended, chear d, and bore me thro' the Danger; 
Nor is his Power, nor is my Virtue leſs, 

That I ſhou'd fear this rude, tumultuous Herd. 

Eum. So feeble is our Band, ſo few our Friends, 
We hope not Safety from our ſelves, but Thee; 
In thee our King we truſt, in thee thou Hero, 
Fayour'd of Heay'n; in all thy Wars victorious. 
But ſee where proud Rebellion comes againſt thee, 

Sh b bon 
Securely fierce, and bre>thing bold Defiance; 

Now let our Courage and our Faith be try d, 
And if, unequal to thy great Example, 
Wr ana: like thee, yet we en die forthe, 


Shear; 


out. 


| ULYSSES. v1 
Shout; Drums and Trumpet: : Then enter Antinous, 
Cleon and Soldiers. 
Ant. What bold Invader of our Laws and Freedom, 
Uſurps the Sacred Name of King in Ithaca? 
Who dares to play the Tyrant in our State, 
And in deſpight of hoſpitable Fove, 
Deſames our Iſland with the Blood of e ? 
. Have you forgot me then, you Men of RT 
Did I for this, amongſt the Grecian Heroes, 
Go forth to Battle in my Country's Cauſe? 
Have I by Arms, and by ſucceſsful Counſel, 
Deſery'd a Name from 4/ia's wealthy Shores, 
Ev'n to the Weſtern Ocean, to thoſe Bounds 
That mark the great Aides utmoſt Labours, 
And am I yet a Stranger here at home? tions- 
Ant. And wherefore didft thou leave thoſe diſtant Na- 
Through which thy Name and mighty Deeds were ſpread? 
We never ſought to know thee, and now known 
Regard thee not, unleſs it be to puniſh 
Thy Violation of our publick Peace. 
Ulyſ. And doſt thou dare, doſt thou, 1 Slave, 
Thou raſh Miſ- leader of this giddy Crowd, 
Doſt thou preſume to match thy ſelf with me, 
To judge between a Monarch and his People? 
It Heay'n had not appointed me thy Maſter, 
Yet it had made me ſomething more than thou art, 
Then when it made me what I am — Ulyſſes, 
Aut. Then be Ulyſſes! Eccho it again, 
And ſee what Homage theſe will pay the Sound; 
l [ Pointing to the Soldiers. 
Tell teen the Story of your Trojan Wars, 
How Hector drove you headlong to the Shore, | 
And 
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And threvy his boſtile Fires amidſt your Fleet; 
Then mark with what Applauſe they will receive thee; 
Say, Countrymen, will you revepge the Princes 
This Wanderer has lain, and join with me? 
Omnes. Antinous! Antinous ! 
Ant. What of your Monarch? 
om. Drive him out to Banithment. [ careleſs, 
U. Were there no Gods in Heav'n, or were they 
And Fove had long forgot to wield his Thunder, 
And dart Deſtruction down on Crimes like thine; 
Yer, Traitor, hope not thou to ſcape from Juſtice, 
Nor let rebellious Numbers ſwell thy Pride; 
For know, Ulyſſes is alone ſufficient 
To puniſh thee, and on thy perjur'd Head 
Revenge the Wrongs of Love and injutr'd Majeſty. 
Ant. And ſee I ſtand prepar d to meet thy Vengeance; 
Exert thy Kingly Pow'r, and ſummon all 
Thy uſeful Arts and Courage to thy Aid; 
And fince thy faithful Diameds is abſent, 
Since valiant Ajax, with his Sevenfold Shield, 
No more ſhall interpoſe twixt thee and Danger, 
Invoke thoſe friendly Gods whoſe Care thou art, 
And let them fave thee; now aſſert thy Cauſe, 
And render back to thy deſpairing Arms 
The beauteous Queen, whom in deſpight of them 
And thee this happy Night I made my Prize. 
Hear this, ye Gods! He triumphs in the Rape, 
Moft glorious Villain! But we pauſe too long; 
On then, and tempt our Fate, my gallant Friends, 
From this Defyer of the Gods, this Monſter, 
Let us redeem my Queen, or die together: 
And, equal to our great Forefathers' Fame, 
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Deſcend and join thoſe Demi-Gods of Greece, 3, 
Who with their Blood enrich'd the Dardan Plaine, 
To vindicate a Husband's facred Right. 
Shout: Then enter Arcas wounded, + {4 


Ant, What means that ſudden Thunder-clap of Tumult* 
Art thou not Arca: Thou art faint and bloody. 
Arc, I have paid you the laſt Office of my Friendſhip ; 
Scarce have I Breath enough to ſpeak your Danger: + 
The furious Samians, led by young Telemachus, - 
Reſiſtleſs, fierce, and bearing all before em, 
Have from the Caſtle forc'd the captive Queen; 
Fir d with Succeſs, they drive our fainting Troops, 
And hither urge their Way with threat'ning Cries, 
Loudly demanding your devoted Head. 
A juſt Atonement for their murther'd Lord, 
UH. Celeſtial Pow'rs! ye Guardians of the Juſt! 
This wond'rons Work is yours, and yours be all the Praiſe, 
Ant, Confuſion! —- Wherefore didſt not thou prockim 
My Innocence, and warn them of their Error? [Soul 
Arc. Behold theſe Wounds, through which my parting 
Is haſting forth, and judge my Truth by them: | 
Whate'er I cou'd, I urg d in thy Defence, 
But all was vain; with clamorous Impatience - 
They broke upon my Speech, and — fuller. 
Their Queen, the fair Semanthe, had accus'd thee, 
And fix'd her Royal Father's Death on thee. - 
If any way be left yet, haſte and fly; 
Th inconſtant faithleſs Ithacans join with em, 
And all is loſt —— What dearer Pledge than Life 
Can Friendſhip ask ! Behold I give it for thee. _ 
[Dies [Shows. 
Uh. They came! Saag and Hoppines an _ 
Fallus, 
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Pallas, and my victorious Son fight for u- 
Ant. Thou and thy 1 
| | [D Ulyfles, 

Yet know I ſcorn to flyz that great Ambition, | 
That bid me firſt aſpire to Love and Empire, 
Still brightly burns, and animates my Soul. 
Be true my Sword, and let me fall reveng'd, 
And PII forgive ill Fortune all beſides. 
.  [Ulyſſes, Antinous, and their Parties figs, 
Enter Telemachus, Ceraunus, and Samian Soldiers; they 
join Ulyſſes, and drive Antinous, Cleon, and the ri 
off the Stage. Then enter at one Door Ulyſles, at the 
other the Queen, Mentor, and Attendants. 
Ulyſ. My Queen! My Love! [ Embracing, 
Qu. My Hero! My Ulyſes ! | 
Once more thou art reſtor d, once more I hold thee! 
At length the Gods have prov'd us to the utmoſt; 
Are fatisfy'd with what we have endur d, 
And never will afflict nor part us more, 
„Tis not in Words to tell thee what l've felt, 
The Sorrows and the Fears: ev'n yet I tremble; 
Ev'n yet the fierce Idea's ſhock my Soul, 
And hardly yield to Wonder and to Joy. 
Men, A Turn ſo happy, and ſo unexpected, 
None, but thoſe over-ruling Pow'rs who caus d it, 
Cou'd have foreſeen: The beauteous Samian Princeſs, 
Within whoſe gentle Breaſt, Revenge and Tenderneſs 
Long ftrove, and long maintain'd a doubtful Conflict, 
At length was vanquiſh'd by prevailing Love; 
And happily to ſave the Prince, imputed 
To falſe Autinous her Father's Death; 
Heay'n has approy'd the Fraud of fond Affection, 
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The juſt Deceit, a Falſhood fair as Truth. 
Since tis to that alone we owe your Safety; 
; Enter Telemachus. 
Tel. Here let me kneel, and with my Tears attone 


[ Kneeling, 

The raſh Offentes of my heedleſs Youth, 

[ Ulyſſes. raiſes him, 
Here offer the firſt Trophies of my Sword, 
And once more hail my Father King of Ithaca, 
Antinous, the Rebel Faction's Chief, 
Is now no more, and your repenting People. 
Wait with united Homage to receive you; 
The Strangers too, to whom we owe our Conqueſt, 
Haſte to embark, and ſet their ſwelling Sails 
To bear the ſad Semanthe back to Samos; 
Joy like the chearful Morning dawns on all, 
And none but your unhappy Son ſhall mourn, 

Ulyſ. Like thee the Pangs of parting Love I've known, 
My Heart like thine has bled But oh! my Son, 
Sigh not, nor of the common Lot complain, 

Thcu that art born a Man, art born to Pain; 

For Proof, behold my tedious twenty Years 

All ſpent in Toi), and exercis'd in Cares: 

'Tis true, the gracious Gods are kind at laſt, 

And well reward me here for all my Sorrows paſt. 


[Exeunt. 
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"> HE Prim of Poetry 
dor it may be the Vantis- 
' © ol grin em: ah to it) 
'em a kind of 
to pretend at: the 
Meu. to the Favour of! thoſe, 
i whom their high: Birth and excellent 
A. 3, Qua- 


DEDICATE ON. 
| Qualities have placed in a very diftin- 


it may prove but an indifferent En- 
tertainment to Your Grace, ſince, if 
1 have any way ſucceeded in it, it 
has been in deſeribing thoſe violent 
Paſſions which have been always 
Strangers to ſo happy a: Temper, and 
fo noble and ſo exalted a Virtue 18 
Your Grace is Miſtreſs of. Vet for 
all this, J cannot but confeſs the Va- 
nity which I have, to hope that there 
may be fomething ſo moving in the 
Misfortunes and Diſtreſs of the Play, 
as: may be not altogether unworthy 
of Your Grace's. Pity. This is one of 
the main Deſigns of Tragedy, and to 
excite this generous Pity in the great. 
eit Minds, may paſs for ſome kind of 

F I Is Succeſs 
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Succeſs in this. V 5. of Writi oF 
am ſenſible of the Preſumption am 
guilty of by this Hope, and bow much 
it is that I pretend to in Your Grace's 
Approbation; it it be my good For- 
tune to meet with any little Share 
of it, I ſhall always look upon it as 
much more to me than the general 
Applauſe of the Theatre, or even the 
Praiſe of a good Critick. Your 
Grace's Name is the beſt Protection 
this Play can hope for, ſince the 
World, Are as it is, agrees in 
an univerſal Reſpect and Deference 
for Your Grace's Perſon and Cha- 
racter. In ſo cenſorious an Age as. 
this is, where Malice furniſhes out 
all the Publiek Converſations, where 
every, Body pulls and is pull'd to- 
pieces of courſe, and where there is 
hardly ſuch a thing as being merry, 
but at Another's Expence; yet hy a 
publick and uncommon. Juſtice: to the 
Dutcheſs of Ornond, Her Name has 


never been mention'd, but as it dug 
| 0 


DE DICA4TI oO K. 
ho” She has ' etiongh: 65-1 
voks DetraRion from the: fuireit of 
Her own Set, and: V irtue enough to 
make the Looſe and Diſſolute of the 
other (a very formidable: Party)! Her 
Enemies. Inſtead of t His; they age 
W ſay nothing of her but what She 
deſerves, That Her Spirir is worthy 
of Her Birth; Her Sweethefs;. of the 
Love and Reſpect of all the World; 
Her Piety, of Mer Religion; 1 
Service of Her Royal Miſtreſs; and 
Her Beauty and Fruthy--of her Lord; 
that in ort every part off Her Chis 
 raGRer is Juſly, and that She is the beſt 
Reward” for one of the greateſt: He. 
ros this Age has produe'd. This, 
22 is whar altbw: Peo- 
pu ann ety where to ſay ; theſe whom 

- {Hall leave behind! You in Erg. 
And will have ſomething! further to 
add, the Loſs we ſhall Not b 
Grace's Journey to [relandithe —— 


Neafure; and the Impatient Wiſhes of 
that Nation, are about to: deprive- - 
| af 
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of Two of our Publick Ornaments, But 
there is no arguing againſt Reaſons ſo 
prevalent as theſe. Thoſe who, thall 
ment-your.(race's Abſence will yet 
acquieſce in the Wiſdom and Juſtice 
of Her Majeſty's Choice: Among all 
whoſe Royal Favours none could be 
ſo agreeable, upon a, thouſand Ac- 
counts to that People, as the Duke of 
Ormand. With What Joy, what Ac- 
clamations ſhall they meet a Gover- 
nor, who, beſide their former Obligati- 
„ ons to his Family, bas fo lately ven- 
tur'd His Life and Fortune for their 
Preſervation; What Duty, what Sub- 
miſſion ſnall they not pay to that Au- 
thority which the Queen has delegated 
to a Perſon ſo dear to em? And with 
what Honour, what Reſpect ſhall th 
receive Your Grace, when they loo 
upon You as the Nobleſt and Beſt Pat- 
tern Her. Majeſty .cou'd fend em, of 
her own Royal Goodneſs, and Perſo- 
nal Virtues? They ſhall behold Your 
Grace with the ſame Pleaſure the 275 
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= halt eake when. ever it ſhall be 
their good Fortune to ſee You return 
251 to Tour Native Country. In 
4 Your Grace is become a 
lick Concern, and as your 
away will be attended with a ger. 
Sorrow, ſo Four Return ſhall a 
general a Joy; and to none ' thoſe 
many, more than to, e 
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Spoken by Mr. Bettertos, vw. 


o NG has the Fate and Empires been 
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Tragick Scene, 


As if Misfortune made the Throne her Seat, 
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Dearly, tis true, each 


And many are 


Stories like 


but the Great. 
s the Crown he wears, 
. the-mighty Ab Gen: 
ew are the Foy: ia knows, and ſhort his Hour: of 
| with Wonder we may bear; | 


But far v, "and in a higher Sphere, 


We ne'er can 
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Conſt 


Citizans cer Coffee read, 
who hall fail, 
Therefore an bumble 


what. me, c ſhave, 
Like din Bam the Pole and Swede, 
ar 


our Author choſe, 


A melancholy Tale of jriuate 


No Princes here 
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Dramatis Perſon: 


" MEN. 


Ciolto, 4 Nobleman of Genoa, a- 
ther to Caliſta, 


Lothario, a young Lord, and Enemy 1 „n 
Altamont. | a ogy 
Roſſano, his Friend, BYE *. ys | 


WOMEN. Ws. #5 


Caliſta Daughter to Sciolto —_ | 


Lavinia, Siſter to Altamont, Dun Mr 
Horatio, — v. Bracoginll, 
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ACT ISSN 
SCENE, à Garden belonging to Sciolto'; Palace. 


Enter Altamont and Horatio. 
” ALTAMONT. 
| TO E r this auſpicious Day be ever ſacred, 
ED? No Mourning, no Misfoitunes happen on 
4 it ; 0 , a * & & \ x , : 1 
Let it be mark d for Triumphs and Re- 
8 Ee . 
1 e Let happy Lovers ever make it holy, 
7 Chuſe it to bleſs their Hopes, and crown their Wiſhes, 
'. W This bappy Day that gives me my Calis. 
Hoy, Yes, Altamont ; to-day thy better Stars 
Are join'd, to ſhed their kindeſt Influence on thee: 
UE Sciolto's noble Hand that rais'd thee fitſ t 
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2 The Fern bannen 


Half dead and Qrooping o'er che Buber Grape, - 
its. Bounty and reſtores; thy Name = 
Ty, that bigb Rank: and Luſas whied Wen 
Petar ungrateful Genes. had: forgot 
The: Merit of thy Gadlike Father's. Arms; 
Before that Country which he lang. had ſerv'd, 
In watchful Councils, and in Winter Cawps, 
Had © his white Age to Want and Wretched- 
ne 

And make their Court to Faction by his Ruin. 

Alt. Oh great Scio!te! oh my more than Father! 
Let me not live, but at thy very Name 
Ny eager Heart ſprings up. and leaps. with Joy. 
When I forget the vaſt vaſt Debt 1 owe thee, 
Forget! (but tis impoſſible) then let me 
Forget the Uſe and Privilege of Reaſon, 
Ba driven from the Commerce of Mankind. 
To wander in the Deſart among Brutes, 
To bear the various Fury of: the Scaſons, 
The Night's unwholſom Dew and Noon - day's Heat, 
To be the Scorn of Earth, and Curſe of Heav'n. 

Hor. So open, ſo unbounded. was his. Goodnels,, 
It reach d even me, becauſe I was thy Friend, 
When that Great Man I lov'd; thy Noble Father 
BRequaath'd thy g Siſter to my Arms, 
His laſt dear Pledge and Legacy of Friendſhip, 
That happy Tye made me Sciolto's Son; 
He calld us his, and with a Parent's Fondneſs 
Indulg'd us in his Wealth, bleſs'd us with Plenty, 
Heal'd all our Cares, and ſovecten'd Love it (elf. 

Alt. By Heay'n, he faund my Fortunes fo abandon'd, 
That nothing but a Miracle cauld raiſe em; 
Up Father's Bounty, and the Staze's Ingratitude, 5 
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Had ſtripp d him bare, nor left him en be $: 
Undone my ſelf, and finking with his Ruin, | 
I had no Wealth to bring, nothing to * bim. 
But fruitleſs Tears. 

Hor. Yet what thou couldft thou didft, | 
And didſt it like a Son; when his hard Creditors, 
Urg'd and affiſted by Lorhario's Father, | 
(Foe to thy Houſe, and Rival of their Greatneſs) 
Ry Sentence of the cruel Law forbid 
His venerable Corps to reſt in Earth, _ 
Thou gav'ft thy lf a Ranſom for his Bones; | 
With Piety uncommon, didſt give up 
Thy hopeful Yonth to Slaves who neer knew Mercy, 
Sour, unrelenting, Money-lovin * Vilkins, 
Who laugh at human Nature and Forgiveneſs, 
And are like Fiends the Factors of . — 
llear 'n, who beheld the pious Act, approv d it, 
And bade Sciolto's Bounty be its Proxy, 
To bleſs thy filial Virtue with Abundance, 

Ale. But ſee he comes, the Author of my Happineſs, 
The Man who fav'd my Life from deadly Sorrow, 
Who bids my Days be bleſt with Peace and Plenty, 
And ſatisſtes my Soul with Love and Beauty. 


Bones Seiolto, be rows to „ | 
Sci. Joy to ther, Alam; Joy to my ſelf! 
Joy to this happy Morn, that makes thee mine, 
That kindly grants what Nature had deny'd' me, 
And makes me Father of a Son like ther, 
Ale, My Father! oh let me unlade iy Breaft, 
Pour out the Fulneſs of my Soul before you, 
Shew ev ry tender, ev'ry grateful Thought, 
This wondrous Goodueis ſtire. But tis impoſſible, 
B 2 | 
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And Utterance all is vile; ſince I can only | 
Swear you reign, here, but never tell bow much. 
Sei. It is enough; I know thee, thou art honeſt; 
Goodneſs innate, and Worth hereditary 
Are in thy Mind; thy noble Father's Virtues 
Spring freſhly forth, and bloſſom in thy Youth, _ 
Alt. Thus Heav'n from nothing rais'd his fair Creation, 
And then with wond'rous Joy beheld its Beauty, 
Well pleas'd to ſee the Excellence he gave. 


Sci. Oh noble Youth! 1 ſwear fince firſt 1 knew thee, 


Ev'n from that Day of Sorrows when I ſaw thee, 
Adorn'd and lovely in thy filial Tears, 
The Mourner and Redeemer of thy Father, 
] ſet thee down and ſeal'd thee for my own: N 
Thou art my Son, ev'n near me as Caliſta, ; 
Horatio and Lavinia too are mine; [ Embraces Hor, 
All are my Children, and ſhall ſhare my Heart, 
But wherefore waſte we thus this bappy Day? 
The Laughing Minutes ſummon thee to Joy, 
And with new Pleaſures court thee as they paſs; 
Thy waiting Bride ev'n chides thee for delaying, 
And ſwears thou com'ſt not with a Bridegroom's Haſte, 
Ale. Oh! cou'd I bope there was one Thought of Altamont, 
One kind Remembrance in Caliſtas Breaft, 
The Winds, with all their Wings, would be too flow 
To bear me to her Feet. For oh! my Father, 
Amid'ſt the Stream of Joy that bears me on, 
Bleſt as I am, and honour'd in your Friendſhip, 
There is one Pain that hangs upon my Heart. 
Sci, What means my Son ? 1155 
Alt When at your Iaterceſſion, 
Laſt Night Caliſs yielded to my Happineſs, 
Juſte ere we parted, 8 1 ſeal'd my Vows | | : 
Wit 
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With Rapture on her Lips, I found ber Cold, 

As a dead Lover's Statue on his Tomb; 

A riling Storm of Paſſion ſhook her Breaft, 

Her Eyes a piteous Show'r of Tears let fall, 

And then ſhe ſigh'd as if her Heart was breaking. 
With all the tendereſt Eloquence of Love 

I begg'd to be à Sharer in her Grief; 


a 


But ſhe with Looks averſe, and Eyes that froze me, 


Sadly reply'd, her Sorrows were her - w. 
Nor in a Father's Pow'r to diſpoſe of. 

Sci. Away! it is the Cozenage of their Sex, 
One of the common Arts they practiſe on us: 
To ſigh and weep, then when their Hearts bear high, 
With expectation of the coming Joy. 
Thou haſt in Camps and fighting Fields been bred, 
Ve in the Subtleties of Women; 
The Virgin Bride, ho ſwoons with deadly Fear. 
To ſee the End of all her Wiſhes near, 
When bluſhing from-the Light and publick Eyes, 
To the kind Covert of the Night the flies, 
With equ to meet the Bridegroom moves, 
Melts i in his * and with a Looſe ſhe loves. 


Enter Lothario and Roſſano. 
Loth. The Father and the Huedand?” 
Rofſ. Let them paſs, 
They ſaw us not. 
Loch. I care not if they dis, 
Ere long I mean to meet em Face to Face, 
And gaul em with my Triumph o'er Calif. 
Roſſ. You lov'd here once. | 
Loth. I lik'd her, won'd' have marry'd ber, 
But that it pleas d her Father to refuſe me, 
B 3 
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To make this Honourable Fool her Husband. 
For which, if I forget bim, may the Shame 
I mean to brand his Name with, ſtick on mine. 


Roſſ. She, gentle Soul, was kinder than her Father, 
Loth. She was, and oft in private gave me hearing, 


Till by long liſt ning to the ſoothing Tale, 
At length her eaſy Heart was wholly mine. 


Roſſ. I have heard you oft deſcribe ber, Haughty, Ia- 


ſolent, k 


And fierce with high Diſdain; it moves my Wonder, 


That Virtue thus defended, ſhould be yielded 
A Prey to looſe Delires, 

Loth, Hear then, Tl] tell thee, 
Once in a lone and ſecret Hour of Night, 
When ev'ry Eye was clos'd, and the pale Moon 
And Stars alone, ſhone conſcious of the Theft, 
Hot with the Tuſcan Grape, and high in Blood, 
Hap'ly I ſtole unheeded to her Chamber, 

Ro. That Minute ſure was lucky. 

Loth. Oh 'twas great 6 | 
I found the Fond. Believing, Love : ſick Maid. 


Looſe, unattir d, warm, tender, full of Wiſhesz 


Fiercene(s and Pride, the Guardians of her Honour, 
Were charm'd to Rest, and Love alone was waking. 
Within her riſing Boſom all was calm, | 


As peaceful Seas that know no Storms, and only 


Are gently lifted up and down by Tides. . | 
I ſnatch'd the glorious, golden Opportunity, 
And with prevailing, youthful Ardour preit her, 
Till with ſhort, Sighs, and mutmuring Reluctance, 
The yielding fair One gave me perfect HappineG. 
Ev'n all the livedong Night we paſs'd in Bliſs, 
Ja Ecſtalies too fierce to laſt for ever; 


. 
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At length the Morn and cold Jodifference came; 
When fully fated with the luſcious Banquet, 
U haſtily took leave, and left the Nymph 
To think on what was paſt, and tigh alone. > 
Ro. You ſaw her ſoon again? ö 
Lol h. Too ſoon I ſaw her: | 
For oh! that meeting was not like the former; 
| found my Heart no more beat high with Tranſport, 
No more I 4igh'd, and languiſh'd for Enjoyment: 
was paſt, and Reaſon took her turn to reign, 
While ev'ry Weaknefs fel} before her Throne. 
Reſſ. What of the Lady? 
Loth. Wich unen ſy Fondnels * Labs, 
She hung upon ane, wept; and figh'd, and ſwore 
She was undone; talk'd of a Prieſt, and Marriages 
Of flying with me from her Father's Pow'r ; 
Call'd ev'ry Saint and die ſſed Angel down, 
To witneſs for her that ſhe was my Wite. 
| ſtarted at that Name. | 
Roſſ. What Anſwer made you ? FR 
Loth, None, but pretending ſadden Pain and Illneſs 
Eſcap'd the Perſecution ; two Nights fince, 
By Meſſage urg d, and frequent Importunity, 
Again I ſaw her. Straight with Tears and Sighs, | 
With ſwelling Breaſts, with Swooning, with Diſtrae- 
tion, NYE 
With all the Subtilties and pow'rful Arts 
Of wilful Woman lab ring for her-purpoſe, 
Again ſhe told the ſame dull nauſeous Tale. 
Unmov'd, I begg d her Tpare th' ungrateful Subject, 
Since I reſolv'd, that Love and Peace of Mind 
Might flouriſh long inviolate betwixt us, 
Never to load it with Re FRO 6: 
4 
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That I would ill retain her in my Hear, t, 
My ever-gentle Miſtreſs and my Friends 1 - 
But for thoſe other Names of Wife and Huiband, 
They only meant Ill- nature, Cares, and Quatrels. 
Roſſ. How bore ſhe this Reply? RAS 
Loth. Ev'n as the Earth, 

. Whea, (Winds pent up, or eating Fires benenh 5 
Shaking the Maſs) ſhe labours with Deſtruction. . 
At firſt her Rage was dumb, and wanted Words, 

But when the Storm found way, twas wild and Joud. 
Mad as the Prieſteſs of the Delphick Gd. 
Enthuſiaſtick Paſſion ſwell'd her Breaſt,' ” 

Enlarg' d her Voice, and ruffled all her Form: 

Proud, and diſdainful of the Love I proffer d, 
She call'd me Villain! Monſter ! Baſe Betrayer ! 
At laſt, ia very Bitterneſs of Soul, 

Wich deadly lmprecations on her ſelf, 

She vow'd ſeverely neter to ſee me 7 ane e 
Then bid me fly that minute: I obe) d. 
And bowing left her to 'grow'cool at Nike, Ne 

Roff. She has relented fince, elſe why this wer- 
To meet the Keeper of her Secrets here 
This Morning? 

Toth. See the Perſon Aer you vam d. 


w oi AM neee » F< > »- 
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Enter Lacila. | | 
Well, my Ambaſſidreſs, what mult we treat of? 
5 Come you to menace War and proud Defiance, 
Or does the peaceful Olive grace your Meſſage ? 
Is your Fair Miſtreſs calmer? does the ſo'ten? 
And muſt we love again ? Perhaps fhe means 
To treat in Junure with her new Ally, 
And make her Husband Parry to th'Agreement. 
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Lol WO nn 
All Senſe of Human Nature? keep a little, -- 

A little Pity to diſtinguiſh Manhood, 1050 8 

Leſt other Men, tho cruel, ſhou d diſclaim you, 

And judge you to be number d with the Brutes. % 63%» 
Loth. I ſee thou ſt learnt to rail. . 14 
Laril. Ive learut to wee: ß 

That Leſſon my ſad Miſtreſs. ofen gives ez. 

By Day ſhe ſeeks ſome melancholy Shade. enn 

To hide her Sorrows from the prying — — e al 

At Night ſhe watches all the long long Hours, 1 

And liſtens to the Winds and beating Rein. 

With Sighs as loud, and Tears that fall gd 1 


ee 4 
And cries Falſe! falſe Lothari os? = 1 
Loth. Oh no more! 12 a 


] ſwear thou'lt ſpoil thy pretty ein * 
And thou haſt Beauty that may make thy daa, 7 > | 
Some keeping Cardinal ſhall-doat upon thee, ns - 
And barter his Church Treaſure for thy Freſhneſs. / 

Lacil, What! ſhall I ſell my Innocence and Youh, - } 


For Wealth or Titles, to perfidious Man! ; X 
To Man! who makes his Mirth of our —_— we 
The baſe, profeſt Betrayer of her Ser: 1 om 
Let me grow old in all-Misfortuoes cid, a2). 1-3 em H 
Rather than know the Sorrows of Cale 


Loth, Does ſhe ſend thee to chide in her behalf? A 
I {wear thou doſt it with ſo good a Grace, 4 vb 


That I could almoſt love thee for thy 
Lucil. Read there, my Lord, there, in der own ſad 
my ' [Giving A Letter. 


erage wg Binge oe. 
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That Grief of Hart which your, Unkindneſt gives Wh 
-  Lothario reads] 
Your Cruelty.—: Obnlianes 40 „n 

#0 Altamont. 0 

By Heav'n! 'tis wells ſoch ever be the Gifte, 1243 

With which 1 greet the eee my Soul hates. {dſfue, 

But to go on! Ip 

| . Homanre==—" 106 * 
Wialneſe.— lum rom . 10 — 7x | 

change, as well as Men 5 
She writes me here, forſaken as | am. 


Women I ſee can 
. 
For ſhe has giv'n her Hand to Aitamont:.. 

Yet let the Fair Inconſtant----—= 
Luci. How, my Lord? (© © © 
Loeb. Nay, no mote angry Words: ſay to Caliſa 

The humbleſt of her Slaves ſhall wait her Pleaſure; 

If ſhe can leave ber happy Husband's Arms, 

To think; upes. fo loſt a «hing us ũmm. 
Lacil, for Pity come with gentler Loo 

Wound not — wroe-dre raps 

$0 ſhall Diſſcmabling once be virtuous in you. | 
Lock Hal who comes here? © 
Lacil, The Bridegroom's Friend, Heratio 

e bee 

Be at the Garden Gate. 

Loth. Bear to my Lore 
| Uy Let Thought, nnd foe I will cot fl her: | 


FT + 
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"Enter Horatio. . 


* Hor. Sure tis the-very Rotor of my Eyes: 
vaking 1 dream, et I beheld . Lothardo; 
e ſeem'd conferring with Gi Woman : 
t. BW: my Approach they ſtarted, and retirld. © 
Vhat Buſineſs can d he have here, and ene | 
know he bears the noble , | 
weg and deadly Hato--—-Whar Paper's this? dle 
a \ {Taking wp abe Lerter- 
a! To Lothavio - Death! e Name. [Opening it. 
cafafion — 5 [Reads — 


. ——— 
reſolv d this Morning to # per 'Obeurence 10 my 
ather, and to give thy Hand 1 Ahnen, — 
rakneſs for the falſe — Tasha wiſh 1h 
bat Ty recen rr 

0bb'd me 


Damnation! — b again. 


e ee tle bs . 
one by the too faithle/s, yet voo loovly Lotbario. 45 is the 
ft weakneſs of Pen, and to-morrow ſhall bt the la in 
phich I will 4 my Byet. Lucille | foal! conduct you, if 
„ are kind anough, 10 tun mo ſet you, it ſoall be the laſt Trow- * 
1 

1 er The loſt Cale. 


The loſt indeedt! — | 
. there can de perditton. Fire and Sulphur! | 
is the ſole Avenger of ſuch Crimes. 


OUR 


/ 
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Oh that the Ruin were but all thy own! 

Thou wilt ev'n make thy Father curſe his Age 

At ſight of this black Scrowol, the gentle Altamont, - 
(For oh! I know his Heart is ſet upon thee) 

Shall drop, and hang his diſcontented Read, 
Like Merit ſcorn'd by inſolent Authority, 

And never prace the Publick with his Virtues.------ 
Perhaps ev'n now he ganes fondly on her, 
And thinking Soul and Body both alike, + ++ 
Bleſſes the petfect Workmanſhip of Heay'n; 

Then fighing, to his ev'ry Care ſpeaks Peace, - 

And bids his Heart be ſatisfy'd with: — 

Oh wretched Husband! while ſhe bangs about thee | 
With idle Blandiſtiments, and plays the fond + 
Ev'n then her hot Imagination wanders, 

Contriving Riot, and looſe {capes of — 


And while ſhe claſps.thee.clole makes thee a * 


What if I give this Paper to her Father? 


It follows that his Juſtice dooms her dead, 


And breaks his Heart with Sorrow; hard Return, © 
For all the Good his Hand has heap'd on us: 
__ re me take a Moment $ RT 


Lov. My Lord! SALARY EAT vi an 
Truſt me, it joys my Heart that I have ae you. 
Eaquicing wherefore thou had left the Company, 
Before my Brother's Nuptial Rites were ended, 
They told me you had felt ſome ſudden llineſs ; 
Where are you ſick ? Is it your Head? your Heart ? 
Tell me, my Love, and eaſe my anxious 2 
That I may take you gently in my Arms,, 
Sooth you to Reſt, and ſoften all your Pain. 
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Hor. le were unjuſt : go, let me ſpare my Friend; 5 
Lock up the fatal Secret in my Breaſt. 8 
Nor tell him that which will undo his eee: 

Lav. What means my Lord? 

Hor. Ha! faidſt thou, my Lavinia? | 

Lav. Alas! you know not what you — me « fiffer 
Why are you pale? Why did you ſtart and\tremble ? 
Whence is that Sigh? And wherefore are your «Pp 1 
Severely rais d to Heav'n ?: The fick Man thus, | 
Acknowledging the Summons of his Fate, 

Lifts up his feeble Hands and Eyes for Mercy; ' 
And with Confufion thinks opon his Audr. 

Hor. Oh no!-thou haſt miſtook my Sickneſs quite, 
Theſe Pangs are of the Soul. Wou'd I 1 met 
Sbarpeſt Convvulſions; ſpotted Peſtilenices, | — 5 W 
Or any other deadly Foe to Life, eee F< 
Rather than beave beneath bis Load of alias: _ 

Lav. Alas, what is it? Wherefore'turn you from! me? — 
Why did you falſiy call me your Lavinia, vat 31k 
And ſwear I was Horatio's boots half? 41054 1 
Since naw you mourn unkindly by your alk, 
And rob me of my Purthierfhip 6f'Sadneſs? 
Witneſs you Holy Pow'rs, who know my res. 
There cannot be a Chance in Life ſo iſerable, 3 
Nothing fo very hard but H could bearVit, tf 05 
Much rather than my Love ſfould treat me cal; [ Lak 
And uſe me like a Stranger t his Hear. 

Hor. Seek not to know what'I wou'd hide fem all, 
But moſt from thee. I never knew a Pleaſure, * 
Ought that was joy ful, fortunste or | FR 
But ſtraight=]iran-to bleſs thee with the Tid RAT * ; 
And lid up amy Happineſs with the? A 955 * 
But whereforey wherefors Id I givethee Prin? 

297) tes 
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Then ſpare me, I conjure. thee; «ck no ſacthers,. 
Allow my melancholy Thoughts this Privilege, 
And let em brood in Secret o'er their Sorrows, 

Lav. It is enough; chide not, and all is well;. 
Forgive me if I ſaw you fad, Horatio. w | 
And ard to wrep out part of your Misfortunes; Where 
] wo'nat preſs to know what you forbid me. TERS: Yields 
Yet, my lord Lord, yet you muſt grant me this, 
Forget your Cares for this one happy Day, 


Devote this Day to Mirth, and to your Altamont 5 And ; 
For his dear ſake let Peace be in your Looks. The 
Er'a cow the nad Bridegroom wants por iſkes,. And 

| He thinks the Prieſt has but half bleſt his Marriage, The 
Till his Friend Hails him with the ſound of Joy. And 


Her. Oh never! never! never Thau art innocent: 
Simplicity from Ill, pure native Tru. 
And Candour of the Mind adorn thee ener; 
But there are ſuch, ſuch falſe ones in the World, 
*Twou'd fill thy gentle Saul mmm 
To hear their Story told. 

Lav. Falſe ones, my Lotdꝰè 

Hor, Fatally ——— and in their-Smiles, | 
The Graces, little Loves, and — 
But all that gaze, upon em are undone; | 
For they are falſe, luxurious in their Appetites, 
And all the Heav'o they n 
One Lover to another ſtill ſucceeds... 
Another, and another after that, n 
And the laſt Fool is welcome as the former: 
"Till having lov'd his Hour out, he gives place. 
And ming 4 with the. Hed that gops bejora hires. 

Lav. Can there be facht And dye they Bene of Min 
r been: 


One 
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One bappy Hour? If Women are ſuch things, 
How was I furm d ſo different from my Sex ! - 
My little Heart is Qatisfy'd With you. 
You take up all the Room as in a 
Which barbours ſome Benighted ranger, 
Where the good Man, proud of his Hoſpitality, 
Yields all his homely ing to his 
And hardly keeps a Corner for himſelf. 

Hor. Oh were they all tike thee Men would adore em, 
And all the Bus neſt of their Lives be lo; 
The Nuptial Band ſhow'd/be the Pledge of are, 
And all Domeſtiek Cares and Quarrels ceaſe; 
The World ſhou'd learn to love by Virtwous Rules; 
And Marriage de no more the jeſt of Fools. [Exenns. 
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SCENE, — 2 
Enter Caliſta and Lucila. 


Cal. QE dumb. for ever, ſilent as the Grave, 
Nor let thy fond officious Love diſturb 

My folemn Sadneſs, with the Sound of Joy. 

If thou wilt ſooth me, tell ſome diſmal Tale 

Of pining Diſcontent, and black Deſpair; 


For oh! I've gone around through all my Thoughts, | 


But all are Indignation, Love or Shame, 
And my dear Peace of Mind is loſt for ever. 

Luc. Why do you follow till that wand'ring Fire, 
That has miſ- led your weary Steps, and leaves you 
Benighted in a Wilderneſs of Woe? 

That falſe Lothario! Turn from the Deceiver; 
Turn, and behold where gentle Altamont, - - 
Kind as the ſofteſt. Virgin of our Ser 
And faithful as the ſimple Village Swain, 

That never knew the Courtly Vice of Changing, 
Sighs at your Feet, and waoes you tg be happy. 

Cal, Away, I think not of him. My fad Soul 

Has form'd a diſmal melancholy Scene, 

Such a Retreat as I wou'd wiſh to find; 

An r Vale, o er- grown with Trees 
Moſſy old, within whoſe loneſome Shade, 
— and Birds ill- omen d, only dwell; 

No Sound to break the Silence, but a Brook 


That tying ng winds among the Weeds: no Mark 
& . 9 ; 


Of 
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Of any Human Shape that had been there, | 

Unleſs a Skeleton of fore poor Wretch, "ag 

Who had long fince, lie me, by Love undone, | 

Sought that ſad Place out to deſpair and die in. 

Luc. Alas for Pity! © | 
Cal. There 1 fain wou'd hide me, | 

From the baſe World, from Malice, and from $hawez 

For 'tis the ſolemn Counſel of my Soul, 

Never to live with publick Loſs of Honour: 

'Tis fix'd to die, rather than bear the In ſolence 

Of each affected She that tells my Story, 

And bleſſes her good Stars that ſhe is virtnous, 

To be a Tale for Fools! Scorn'd by the Women, 

And pity'd by the Men! oh infupportable! 
Luc Can you perceive the manifeſt D-truQion, 

The goping Gulf that opens juſt before you. 

And yet ruſh on, tho“ conſcious of the Danger? 

Oh hear me, hear your ever-faitbful . 

By alf the Good 1 wiſh, by all The Ill 

My trembling Heart forebodey, let me fntteat . 

Never to ſee this Faithleſs Man zgain: . 

Let me forbid his coming. e 


f 


Cal. On thy Life | 
1 charge thee no; my Genius drives me on; 
1 muſt, Iwill behold him once again; 
Perhaps it is the Crifis of my Fate, 
And this one Interview ſhall end my Cares. 
My lab ring Heart that ſwells with Indignarion, | 
Heaves to diſcharge the Burden; that once done, 
The buſy thing ſhall reſt within its Cell, 
And never beat again, 

Luc. Truſt not to that; 
Rage i is the ſhorteſt Paſſion of our Souls, 

Like 


— 
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Like narrow Brooks that riſe with ſudden Show rs, She crc 
It ſwells in baſte, and falls again as ſoon; | 


Still as it ebbs the ſofter Thoughts flow in. 
And the Deceiver Love ſupplies its place. "BY Oh! w 
Cal. I have been wrong'd en to arm my T And W 
Againſt the ſmooth Deluſion; any. i. ntl of Witho 
(Chide not my Weakneſs, gentle Maid, but pity me} | Alt, 
A Woman's Softncls hangs about me till: This t 
Then let me bluſh, and tell thee all my Folly." } (wea 
I ſwear I could not ſee the dear Betrayer: With | 
Kneel at my Feet, and ſigh to be forgiven, - Thar | 
But my relenting Heart would pardon all, | And k 
And quite forget 'rwas he that had undone me. Cal 
Luc. Ve ſacred Powers, whole gracious Providence Such 
Is watchful for our Good, Guard me from Men, In ſui 
From their deceitful Tongues, their Vows and W er Some 
Still let me pals neglected yy their Eyes, Has V 
Let my Bloom wit Form decay: Mark 
That none may think it r bis while to ruin me, ow 
And fatal Love, may never be my Bane, | That 
Cal. Ha! Altamont? Colifta, now be wary, To 1 
| And guard thy Soul's Acceſſes with Diſſembling z. Or tl 
Nor let this Hoſtile Husband's Eyes explore | Or 20 
The warring Paſſions, and tumultuous Thoughts, That 
The rage within thee, and deform. thy Reaſon. | . * 

. 0 
Bunter Altamont, _ It & 
Ali. Be my Cares, I give you tothe W Thr 
e pon techs Wink, Thr 
For from this ſacred Zrs of my Love, 

A better Order of ſucceeding Days Be 
Come ſmiling forward, white and lacky d. 41 


n . | TT an 
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She crowns the Seaſons with auſpicious Beauty. 
And bids ev 'n a my Hours be good and joyful. 
Cal. If I was ever Miftrefsof ſuch 
Oh! wherefore did | play th*unthrifty'Fool, 
And waſting all oa others, leave my ſelf 


Ale. Oh mighty Love! Shall that fair Face profane 
This thy great Feſtival wich Frowns and Sadneſs! 
} ſwear it ſha'not be, for I will woo thee 
With Sighs ſo moving, with ſo warm a Tranſports 
That thou ſhalt catch the grade ame _ me, 
And kindle into 7. | 

Cal, I tell thee, Altamont, 
Such Hearts as ours were never pair d n 
In ſuited to each other: join d, not match d 
Some ſullen A r Foe to N 
Has wrought this Marriage to ut. 
Mark — Frame and Temper of our Minds. 
How very much we diſſer. EVn this Day, 
That fills thee with ſuch Ecſtaſy and Tranſport, 
To me brings nothing that ſhould make me bleſs it, 
Or think it better than) the Day before,” 
Or any other in the Courſe of Time, 
That dully took its turn, and was forgotten. 

Alt. If to behold thee as my Pledge of Happineſs, 
To know none fair, none excellent, beſide thee; 
If till to love thee with unweary'd Conſtancy, 
Through ey'ry Seaſon, ev'ry Change of Life, 
Through wrinkled age,” through 


Be worth the leaſt Return of grateful Love, 
O then let my Caliſta bleſs this Day,” 
And fet it down for happy. iy o 


19 


Without one Thought of Joy to give we Combort 


Sickneſs 0 Mixfor- 
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Cal. Tis the Day 1% 

In which my Father gave my | Hand: to . +! 
As ſuch I will remember ir for cn. ave 14 1H b In 1 
- J 
Enter Sciolo, Horttio, — leis. Flie 
Sei. d Mirth go on, be Plcſire know no pauſe, N 1 
But fill up every Minute of this Day. | 
Tis yours, my Children, ſacred to your Lovess - y 
The glorious Sun himſelf for you looks gay. Al 
He ſhines for Altamont and for Calis. b Let 
Let there be'Mufick, let the Maſter touch ' Joc 
The ſprightly String, and ſoftly-breathing Plas, Th 
Till Harmony rouſe ev'ry gentle Paſſion, | No 
Teach the cold Maid to loſe her Fears in Love, i Lo 
And the Fierce Youth to languiſh at her Feet. Th 
Begin: ev'n Age it ſelf is chear'd with Mulick, In 
It wakes a glad Remembrance of our Youth, © W 
Calls back paſt Joys, and warms us into Tranſport. Ot 
ee ee e rk * 
5 An 

8s O N G. 
By Mr. CONGREFE. 
1 | 


Anda 410 ab whither wonld you fi 
Too charming, $00 relentleſ: Maid 
] follow not t0 „ but 10 Die; 


Rona ny OTE 
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2 Fe C38; 71 wel 577 
In vain. Teal 67 b. bs Abr . ä 

When preſt by ſome tempeſtuou: Nn 
Flies ſwifter from the Voice AA oF Deſpair, © 

Nor caſis one pitying Look behind, 


Sci, Take care my Gates be open, bid all welcome; & 
All who-rejoice with me to-day are Friend 
Let each indulge his Genius, each be glad, 

Jocund and free, and ſwell the Feaſt with Mirth, 

The ſprightly Bowl ſhall chearfully go round, 

None ſhall be grave, nor too ſeverely wiſe; 

Loſſes and Diſappointments, Cares and Poverty, 

The rich Man's Inſolence, and great Man's Scorn, 

In Wine ſhall be forgotten all. Tomorrow 

Will be too ſoon to think, and to be wretched. ö 
Oh! grant, ye Powers, that 1 may ſee theſe happy,. | 


"2 [Pointing to Alt. and Calif: 4 
; Compleatly bleſt, and I have Life enough; | | | 
And leave the reſt indifferently to Fate. | [Exeunr, \ | 

Manet Horatio. | 


Hor. What if, while all are here intent on Revelling, a 
1 privately went forth, and ſought Lorhario? 
This Letter may be forg'd; perhaps the Wantonneſs 
Of his yain Youth, to ſtain a Lady's Fame; | 
Perhaps his Malice to diſturb my Friend, ; 
Oh no! my Heart forebodes it muſt be true. 
Methought ev'n now I mark'd the ſtarts of Guilt, | 
That ſhook her Soul; tho' damn'd Difſimulation 
Skreen'd her dark Thoughts, and fer to publick View | TI 
A ſpecious Face of Innocence and Beauty. l 


* Oh falſe Appearance! What is all — 


Ou 
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Our boaſted Pow'r? when they oppoſe their Arts, Bu 
Still they prevail, and we are found their Fools. Ye 
With ſuch 2 — Looks, and many a geutle Word. N 
The firſt Fair She beguil'd her eaſy Lord; T 
Too blind with Love and Beauty to beware, M 


He fell unthinking in the fatal Snare; 


Nor could believe that ſuch a Heav'aly Face Ti 
Had bargain — dunno ans, 

SCENE II. jy 

The Street near Sciolto's Palace. - 

— Lothario and Roffino. A 

Loth. To tell thee then the Purport of Thoughts; v 
The Loſs of this fond Paper 1 wot give _— T 
A Moment of Diſquiet, were it not | L 
My Inſtrument of Vengeance on this Altamont; 

Therefore I mean to wait ſome Opportunity Jy 
Of ſpeaking with the Maid we ſaw this Morning. F. 

Roſ. I wiſh you, Sir, to think upon the Danger St 
Of being ſeen; to-day their Friends are round em, A 
And any Eye, that lights by chance on you, 
nnn | y 

| [They confer d © 3 
4T A 
Chal Enter Horatio. 

Hor. still I muſſt doubt ſome Myſtery of nuch, V 
Some Artiiee beneath. . Lathario's Father I 
I knew him well, he was ſagacious, .cunniog, | h 
— in Wards, and bold in peacetn! Councils. 1 


But 


ſe, 


ut 
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But of a.cold, unaQtive hand in War; 

Yet with theſe Coward's Virtues be undid 

My unſuſpeſting, . yaliant, honeſt Friend. 

This Son, if Fame miſtakes not, is more hoe; 

More open and unartful---Ha!. He's here! [Seeing him, 
Loth, Damnation ! He again !----This ſecond time 


To- day he has croſt me like my evil Genius. 


Hor. I ſought you, Sir. 
Loth. *Tis well then I am found. 
Hor. *Tis well you are: The 1 my Friend 
To the Bank's meg Verge would 1 pute; : 
No Place, tho' cer ſo holy, ſhould protect him; 
No Shape that artful . e er form d ſhould hide him, 
Till he fair Anſwer made, and did me Juſtice. 
Loth. Ha! doſt thou know me? that I am. Lotharis ? 
As great a Name as this proud City boaſts of. 
Who is this mighty Man then, this Horatio? 
That I ſhould baſely bide me. from bis Anger, 
Leſt he ſhould chide me for his. Friend's Diſpleaſure? 
Hor. The brave, tis true, do never ſhun the Light, 


uſt are their Thoughts, and open are their Tempers,. 
— without Diſguiſe they love and hate, | 


Still are they found 9g tr Ar 
14 Her nd Men we hos of he Teton” 
Luth. Such let em 1 there's not a 
Which my Soul ever Rant or my Hand acted, 
But I well have bid the World loak on, 
And what I once durſf do, have der d to juſtify. 
Hor. Where vas this open BoldneG, this free Spirit? 
When but this very N-. | * * 


In baſe, diſhoneſt Privacy, conſulting 
And bribing a poor \ Wretch, 
Ta ſell her Lady's Secrets, | 1 Hhnour, 


And 
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And with a forg'd Contrivance blaſt her. Wines: 6 ON 


At Sight of me thou ficd'lt! 
Loh. Ha! fled from thee? _ 
Hor. Thou fled'lt | and Guilt was on thee, like a Thief, 

A Pilterer deſcry d in ſome dark Corner, 

Who there had lodg d with miſchievous Intent 

To rob and ravage at the Hour of Reſt, 

And do a midnight Murder on the Sleepers... 5 * 


Lor h. Slave Villain! | 
"Te Offers to draw, Roffano 4 him 


$ 2 3 90 £ 199 


Roſſ. Hold, my Lord! think where you ate, E 
- Think how unſafe, and hur tful to your Honour, 


It were to urge a Quarrel in this Place, 

And ſhock the peacetul City with a Broil.” | 
Loth. Thea ſince thoudoſt provoke my Vengeance, k know 

I would not for this City? s Wealth, for all rug 

Which the Sea wafts to our Ligurian Shore, * 

But that the Joys I reap'd with that fond Wies, 


The Wife of Altament, ſhou'd be as publickxk 1 


As is the Noon- day Sun, Air, Earth, or Water, 


Or aay common Benefit of Nature: 
Think& thou 1 meant the Shame ſhould be 'conceal'd? 
Oh no! by Hell and Vengeance all 1. wanted 887 
Was ſome fit Meſſenger to bear the Ne 

To. the dull doating Husband;” now, I 1203 found tl,” 


And thou art he. 4; wp 

Hor. 1 Hold the > baſe enon 22 5 n 3549 9 { 1 { wy | 
To break through" Law, and ſporg ir Sacred” fs, apr 
And do a brutal Injury like this; | E 


Yet mark me well, young Lord, 1 thibk cas 
Too Nice, too Noble, and too Great of Soul, N diy 
To be the Prey of ſuch'a Thing as thou wrt, 7; 0 
ee unworthy of of Man, L A "= bi 


1, 


The, EALR 3 r . 
To forge a Scrow!| {+ rer 
And Mark i it With e e s Nee Ny Ye e 10 
Theſe are the. mean, diſhoneſt Arts c Comrards,,”* Went 31%) 
Strangers to Manhood, and to glorious 55, 
Who bred at Home in Idleneſs and Riot, 8 ** 
Ranſack for Mittreſſes th r Stews, . * n ; þ 
And never kriow the v of, virtuous e wo 
Lab. Thidb n ban; or Legg thy Letter? Th ok fo fil, 
Till the broad Shame aring in thy Tt . vi, 
And Boys ſhall boot he Cuckold 3s be pos. 
Hor. Away! no Woman cou'd deſcend ſo low: e 
A skipping, dancing, worthleſs Tribe 2 4 
Fit only for your ſelves: You herd te way 
And when the circling Glaſs wart 1. * Md en x 
4a da 71 . ee, 
1 


e Ken te er 


. are not * 1 x 
2 r which you en Tie,” Are, 
1 ben ne it worth my W 
cou d produce ſuch damning Proof e 
Hor, Tis falſe, A M 
You blaſt che Fair with Lie becauſe they ſcorn 1 * by 
Hate you like * „ke 5 line ſo a nd Imppotence;,. | 


Rather than <"Þ ou b vi — 
r TG hy hk * 


an 


Loth. It is the Curſe of = W 05 * 
And that be thine and Alramont's: "Dream on, 1 
Nor think upon my V. ee, il thou felt ©.” 


Hor. Hold, Sir, 0 
Tho' I think DH 
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That Treaſure of a Soldier, bought with Blood; 
And kept ar Life's » I muſt not have - 
(Mark me, young Sir) her very Name profan d. 
Learn to reſtrain the Licence of your Speech: 
*Tis held you are too laviſh: When you are met 
Among your Set of Fools, talk of of your Dre, : 
Of Dice, of Whores, of Horſes, and your Sclves;. . 
*Tis ſafer, and becomes your Underfiandings. | 
Loth, what if we pl Beyond thi lon 0 
And, in Defiatice of 8 
ladeige or er hts, let Laughter looſe, 
And uſe his * ip for our Mirtb. 
Hor. Tis Soak MY Mt 
Loth, by the Jo I » M4 | 
Which yet my de N. Seeswabd pork ſu d, A e 


I would not turn aſide trom my 2 0 {ns as ' 4 


The' al thy Fes were art bar my 
But like the Birds 
That haunt in W' 
Rifle the Sweets, and taſte the choiceſt Fruits, 
M ** 
tur. What Liberty has vain preſumptuous 

e provoke me unchaſtir'd? | 


, I warn thee ſhun m 
It in ok ty 760 forbidden Place : hs", 


Again thou'rt found, expect a 1 
3 Souls, Inpatient of as La 
Eract from thole v 


Nr Nature's happy * 


Or ſomething worſe; ati had f Hueband's TON. 
n 


Shall print a thouſand Wounds, tear thy fine F 
And (ute thes go (1 the WIN of Bans 
Loth. ls they iy Way , 
3 : wretched A 


— 


A to 


1 


in Meads, and flow ry Gardens, 


ora bal 75 


The Fare Pevirent/ — 
A talking Sir, that brawl for bim in\Tavetis, ©," 
And vouches for bis Valour's r 1 m_ | 
Hor, Away, thy Speech is fouler than th Wii ny 
Loth. e. N s raff 7 * 
Abeggare Parafite!-=--: -_ wy 
Her. Now ſearn H anity, | LIC, 
1 Ds hs: wot inerſt 


Since Brutes.and bh My. N MSU 
381 wehe ; e N 
Roſſ. Hold, this goes no <4 


Loch. Damnstion! 
Horatio, dis too much; already ere. e A 
The Crow d are gath ting to = | 


109% 10 FU 


Toth. Oh Roſſano! | | 
| Or give me way, or thou'rt no more my Friend. 
Roſſ. Sriolto s Servants too have ta en th Alarm; 
Vou'll be oppreſt by Numbers: be advis d, 
Or I muſt ey you hence; take't on my Word, 


You ſhall have NR . 2 
Put up. cok, Tl u 7 2 


* of the 
Two NRont i &c 


{broke Delays 
Miſs, among the 


'Tis not a 2 


EY ce my Triumph? 
parka flor. ul 
Hor. r to-morrow ! 7006 


He ſees Califa! oh unthinking Fool 
What it I urg'd her with — Danger? 
Tf: ary\Spark from Heav' 3 unquench d 


With- 
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Within her Breaſt,, my Breath perhaps may wake i 
Cou'd 1 bur proſper there, I won d not dete 
My Combat with that loud vain-gſorious Boaſte.. 


Were you, ye Fair, but cautious whom ye truſt, 


Did you but think how ſeldom Fools are juſt, 1 
So many of your Sex wou'd not in van 
Of broken Vows, and faithleſs Men, complain. = 
Of all che various, Wretches Love has made. 
How few, have by Men of Senſe betta) d? 
Convinc d by Reaſon, they your Pow r confeſs, sm. 
Pleas'd to be happy, as you're, pleas d to ble, M; 
And conſcious of your Worth, can never love you 
6 | Iu 
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ACT. 1. 0 EN E x 


1 ot Wu _— 4 © * 


2 III. 110 247 ith! 
SCENE, a lauen in Scjoto's Palace, 
© 23 4 T4 5 "1 
> | Enter Sciolto and Cute. N 10 une * 


4. No W by my Life, my Honour, 'tis lunches 1 
Have I not mark d thee: e 
Perverſe and ſullen all this Day of o)? 
When e ry Heart way! chen dn anch Mitth went — 
Sorrow, Diſplesſee, and tepining Anguiſ n.. 
Sat on thy Brow; like ſome malignant Planet: 
Joe to the Harveſt, and the healthy Year, 
Who ſcouls egverſe, and ours pon the Word 
When all the other Stars, with gentle Aſpects fn (dT 
Propitious ſhine, and meaning Good to Man. . la. 
Cal. Is then the Tasꝶ of Duty half-perfotm/d #1 . 1 
- Nas not your Napghrer un ber eee d 
Yielded the native- Freedom of her W. 0 
To an imperious s Husband's lordly Rule, 108 40 du ere 
To gratify « Fathers tern Command? - N: 


Sci. Doſt thou complain? 7 9 TY 
Cal. For Ny dg not frown tben, Ei betete ti 
If in deſpite of all my yow'd Obedience, A 
A Sigh e er Nie by ce Ws bers 
For oh! t ae Fore lh bus por your gens Fra * 
Is the fad Native of Ci Breaſt, \ diy eit! No 3 f 


And once poſſeſt will never quit i Dwelling, 1 WY bas 
Till Life, the Prop of all, ſhall leave the Building, 
Ta tumble down, and moulder into Ruin. 11 


C3 Sh, 


CI TI * 


4 . 
* * a — — + * 


** 1 * * * 
—— - ot 


oe gp er Ween 


OY A AT SE” UII * 
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Sei. Now by the ſacred Duſt of that dear Saint, 
That was thy Mother, by ber wond'rous Goodnels,. 
Mer ft, het tender, mol complying Swetenels, 
I ſwear ſome ſullen Thought that ſhuns the _ 
Lurks underneath he in thy Viſage, 

But mark me well, Dee 

As much, I think 20 a fond Parent can; 

Yet ſnou dſt thou (ich the Pow'rs above forbid) 
Ter ſtain the Honour of th — with — 

I caſt thee off, as one w | 
—— Pa of ee var 
Which once divided never join agdin, ' ' © 
To-day, I buve made a noble * by tbe, 
Coalider well bis Worth, reward: bly Live, 10 055 


Be willing to be happy, and thou unt i. 
bern Seo 


Cal. Haw. hard is the Condition of our Sen, 
Thro Auel Life the Surat Mart = 
Days of Youth, 


To his, the T Hurband's Reign fſuecedds:- © A 

Proud with Opinio Ness. 

He holds Domeſtick Bus ned and Devotion 

All we are capable to know, ard ſhuts us, 

Like Cloiſter'd Idle, From! the Were . 
tance, 110 1 

And all the bee Wherefore me v 13 

Born with high Souls, bit to/alſert bur fies, 


Shake off this vile Obedience they exact, - *P e 
* worlds 
Enter. 


1 
g 
0 
| 
| 
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Hor. eee my n 
Teach me, ſome Pow'r,. that happy Art of Speech, 
To dreſs my Purpoſe up in gracious Words ?: 
Such as may ſoftly fical upon her Sl. 
And never waken the T Paſſions. 
By eee ee Fair Calilo, 
If I preſume on Privilege of Friendſhip, 
To join my Grief to yours, and mourn the Eyils 4 
That hurt your Peace, and quench thoſe, Kyes io Tears 
Cal. To ſtcal unlock d for on my private Sorrow. 
Speaks not the Man of Honour, . pb 
But rather means the Spy. er 
Hoy, Unkindly faid ! | ? 
for ob ws ure 16 yoo eaſe me ly, 5 
I come to prove my Friend. 
Cel. You we sad Friegd, the Friend of 4. 
181081. | 
Hor, Are you not ane? Are you not d by Hear 
ee. py * * 
Are you not mird like Streams of meeting Rivers, - at 
nes 
But roll into the Sea, one common Flood! 6 


a 


Who can be Altament's, and not Califa's? 
Cal. r 
May 2 Bodies in one wretched Chain; 


— 
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Hor. When Souls that ſhou'd agree to Will the ame, 

To have one common Object for their Wiſhes, _ 
Look different ways, regardleſs of each other. 
Thbiak what a Train of Wretchednels enſues: | 
Love ſhall be baniſh'd from the Genial Bed, 
The Night ſhall all be lonely and unquiet, 

And ev'ry Day ſhall be a Day of Cares. 

Cal, Then all the boaſted Office of thy Friendthip 

Was but to tell Cali what a Wretch ſhe i is 


Alas l. what needed that? 1 of 

Fr. Oh! rather 1p. ie 3 
I came to tell her bow 04 dh be hops FONT 
— ſetret Anguiſp of her Soul, 6 


To comfort that fair Mourner, that GT; 
And teach her Steps to knaw the Paths of Peace. 
Cal. Say thon, to whom this Paradiſe is known; 
Where lies the bliſsful Region? Mark my Way | to it, 

For off? "tis fore, 1 long to be at Reſt. 


n. to be Good is to be ha * als 
Are r than Mankind, Jon they are better * 
Guilt is the Source of Sorrow ; tis the Fienc. 
Th'avenging Fiend; that follows us behind A 
With Whips and Stings; the Bleſt know none of this, 
But reſt jn everlaſting Peace of Mind, 

And find: the height of all their Heav'n is Goodneſs. 

Cal. And what bold Paraſite's officious Tongue 
Sball dare to tax Cid Name with Guilt? 

Hor. None ſhou d; but 'tis a bufy, talking world, | 
That with licentious Breath blows like the Wind," 
As freely on the Palace,” as the Cottage. 

Cal. What myſtick Riddle lurks beneath thy Words, | 
; 8 thou wou'dſt * un willing to expreſs, * 


As 


The FAR ÞP nN1fEND. * 
4 NS 1661 
zlam ba 


wt an: 9% | K 
1322 4 1 * 


Two Names, which 3 5 La 
Hence haye the Talkers of this Populpus Ci chat von a1 
A ſhameful; Tale to tell for 9 Hotti won om vil 
Of an unhappy Beauty, j lalſe Falr One dt au d l 
Who plighted to a noble outh. her Fat datt. 6G" 15 ac? 
When ſhe had giv'a het en a Week. fla x6 

Cal. Death! and Confuſionl Have | li d. to ab a BR 
Thus to be treated .with unmanly. lafolence! . t 7 
To be che Sport of s looſe Ruthan's Tongue!. n * 
Thus to be us dl thus! like the yilelt Creature Nfg 450 
That ever Was # Slave: to; Vice and Infamy. © —_— Jn. ba! 

her By Honour | . fair TP: a wrong, me 


J 1" $11 2 


I came with ſtrong f | rk q ig 
Had Rood. a-croſs my Way | to fave 3 
Yours and Scialto s, yours ee e vu wit 
Like one who ventures t burning 0 
et e 286105 
Of little Fondling MRu ian. 
Cal. Is this! is this the famous Friend, of, aue 
For noble Worth, end Deeds of Arms e er 
Is this! this Tale-boaring, officious Fellow. ee 
That watches for In ce from Rye, „ + 
This wretched Argus % Hapand . e 


161 
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That fills his Wird menſtrom Tuts, 
Aud makes e e. e 5 
Bloody Revenge on his Wits 54507) 1 1009 nt 
Who guiltleſs dies, becauſe her Fool ran mandy + 
Hor. Alas! this Rage if vin; ee e 
Or Peace: by worth your-Cure, —— 
And liſten to the Means are left to fave em. 
'Tis now the lacky Minute of yr Este. 
By me your Genins'ſpeaks, by — you, | 
Never to ſee that curſt Lothatio mores, bY | 
Valeſs you mean to be defpis'd, be Thunn'd 1b 1 0 
By all your virtgous Maids and noble zlatens | © 
Unleſs you hive devoted this rare Beauty bl 
To Infamy, Diſeaſes, . Proftitution---=--- * * 
— Diſhonour blaſt nicer baſe, eures : 
T 't forget , and 2 7 
And ſhock me — rude W p ROY 
ne Here kneel; ant in ti ven Pee of le, 
Breathe out a fo Vo never to ſe, 
Nor think, if en Kim that yuln'd thee; | 


Or by my — tee ti Ir, 
This Paper þ- 2825 you ee N 
A1 Zz 


eee be n 8 
mſt his wretched M 

may ſhare his W bY 
A Wrong like r 

The W neſs of ed for « su, 
von Wir FOTO ond 
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The FAR an TENT, 35. 
That forg'd the Scrowl. 
Hor. Behold. can.this be fegd? 
. Frey” ; 
7 1 
Cal. To toms thus, - [Tearing it. 
Thus let me tear tbe vile, deteſted Falſhood, 
The wicked, "ing Evidence of Shame. 
Hor, Confuſios! 
Cal, Henceforth, ther aliens Feel, 
Meddle no more, nar dare ev'n.on thy Life 1 
To breathe an Accent that may touch my Virtue: 
Lem my ſelf the Guardian of my Honour, - 
And wo' not bear ſo inſolent a Monitor. 


._ BarorAltamont, 
Ali. Where is wy Life, my Love, my charming Bridey-- 

Joy of my Heart, and Pleaſure of my Eyes, 

The Wiſh, and-Cire, und-Baſines of mp" Tout 

Oh! let me find her, ſuateh ber to 7s (paper 

And tell her ſhe delays my Aliſs too long, 

'Till my ſoft Soul-ev!n fickens with Deſire. | 

Diforder'd---—amd in Tears! Horatio too! 

My Friend is ia ame- Mhat can it meant 0 

Tell me, Califls, who has done thee wrong, TE. 

That my Gvift'Sword * * Offender. 

And do thee ample Jultioe.. * wats 5 
Cal. Turn to him. ( * TY, 
Alt. Heratio!_ B b Te 
Cul. To that Inſolent. 

. My Friend! | 

Cou'd.he do this! He, who was half my ſelf? * 


> $5 
\ *» 
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36 The Fain Pen [TENT. 
Ons faith has ever bound us, and one Reaſon 45,7 
Guided our Wills: Have | not found bim olds!" 5 
Honeſt as Truth it ſelf? And cou'd be bre al 22 
Tbe sabttity of Friend(hip? Cou'd he wound — _ 
The Heart of Altamont in his Calis : 
Cal. | thought what Juſtice 1 Mould find from _ 
Go fawa upon him, liſten to his Take, © 
Applaud his Malice, that wou'd blaſt my Fame, 
And treat me like à common Proſtitute. 
Thou art perhaps Confederate in his Miſchief, 
And wilt believe the e 4 dal: 
Ale. Oh Impious! What a er mae Gal 
dare 
To offer at an Injury like that? x 
Prieſthood, nor Age, nor Cowardiſe it (elf, 
Sball fave him from the Fury of my Veogeance../ .. 
Cal. The Man who dar'd to do it was Hora 5 | « 
Thy darling Friend! 'Twas Alfamont's Horatio: 
But mark me well! While thy divided Heat: $ 
Dotes on a Villain that bas wrong'd me thus. | 
No Force ſhall drag me to thy bated Bed 
Nor can my cruel Father's Power do more 
Than ſhut me in a Cloiſter ; there, well pleas's, WE. 
ny rag aig lem ay 1m AEST 61 n 
ſt, and freeze at Midaight Hours n 
— it hard, within a lonely Cell. 15 , 
With melancholy, ſpeechleſs Saints to dwell: | 5 
Bur bleſs the Day I to that Refuge ran. by 
Free from the Marriage Chain, and from that Tyrant, Man, 
[Axis Caliſta, 
Ht She's gone: and a3 ſhe went, Ten thouland Fires 
Shot from her angry 1 ſne meant 


12 2624 


— 


Teo 


* | 24 
The FAIR Winn b 
bp Too well to keep the cod Vow the made.” 
Now as thou art a Men, Hoyatio, tell me,. 
Wit en tt wil Gee in ty Loot = e 
As if thou wert at variance with thy elf, | om 
Madaeſs and Reaſon combating within ther. 
And thou wert doubtful which dend get the bas. | 
Hor. I wou'd be dumb for ever, but thy Fate e) 
Has otherwiſe decreed it; thou haſt ſce en 
That Idol of thy Soul, that fair Ca e 
Thou haſt beheld her Tears. e 1 mg 2 
f Ak. I have ſeen her weep, ' © A 
] I have ſeen that lovely One, Mat dex ci 
Complaining in the Bitterneſs of Sorrow, 
That thou! my Friend! Horatio! tbou baſt wrong'd ber: 
Hor. That 1 have wrong d het! Had her Eyes been ſed 
From that rich Seam which warms be Hear nnd noms 
ber'd 0 
For ev'cy falling Ter u Koh of Blood? wt n nf 
It had hen mb. _ ſhe has ruin'd thee; | 
Ev'n thee, my Altament ! Sbe has undone thee. 4 
Alt. Doſt thou join Rain with rot ; 
What is &o fair, ſo exquiſitely good? // 
Is ſhe not more than Painting can 7 ; 
Or youthful Poets fanſy, . 0 
Dar the ro come, cee eos Pore, 
Replete with Bleſſings, Wekb and Honour? 
The Dowry which ſhe — 
And everlaſting Joys are in ber Arm. R 
Hor. Ie had been emer thou had yd x gr. 
And fed on Scraps at great Mens ſarly Doors,” T 
Than to have match'd with one ſo falle, Þ Kal * 
A. It is too much for Friendſhip to allow thee: 
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Becauſe I tamely boce the Wreng thou didſt _ 
Thou doſt avow the barb'cous, brutal Part, | 
And urge the Injury ev'a to my FC. 1 

Hor. I fee ſhe has got Poſlaſſion of chy Met. 

She has charm'd thee, like a Siren, ——— 
With Looks of Love; and with enchanting Sounds: 
Too late the Rocks and Quick-ſands will appear, 
When thou art wreokt. upon the faithleſs Sbore,.. 
Then vainly wiſh A 
To follow her Deluſion. 

Ale. It thy Friendſhip 
Do cburlifhly deny my Love a Room, 

It is not worth my keeping, I diſclaim it. 

Hor. Cant abou fo foon foagat what I've been 40 thee? 
I ſhar'd the Tusk of Nature with thy Father, 

And form'd with Care thy wnexpericac'd Youth 
To Virtue and te Arms. 
Thy noble Father, oh then light young Man! 
Wou'd be have ud mo thus? One Fortune fed us, 
For his was ever mine, mice bis, and both 
Together Howriſhd, and fel. 

He call'd me Friend; like 4hee: -wou'd hethave left / me, 
Tha? for a Woman? nay, a vile one too? 

Ht; —— —— 
Say, who.is vile? bat date unt name Ge 

Hor. I had not ſpoke ut ſirſt, unleſs 
And forced to dear any eli; but Linee thus urgd, 

I muſt avow 1 do not know-4 viler. 


Ale. Thou wert my Father's Friend, be lov'd delt 


A kind of veneable Mark of him 


Hangs „ ver 
2 


* 
* 
_ 


Thi: —— 


Na tonnes an] | | [Going ar. 


Her: ve Me on; — as thou art, 
And muſt, and wil 1 eint 
wm in 7 adi bx Tel di. 
go my Arm. | 
— x NS en —— 
Without the crequlour, wintal 1 * 
Avoid thy Bride, um ber dereſted ned. W. 405 
The 2 of yoo fo 7 tpi Poifon—>- | * it 
Alt. Off! " 
To urge me but — is fatal. 


Fr. Sbe is polluted!” fund! 
Alt. Madyels end A 
But hence? N | 
Hor. Diftonowrs b SAT A 
ythee looſe me yet, wy fake, 3 
ve ee 0 


* 2 8 A 


Hor. By Dr 3 \'1 
Alt. Perdition take cher, vnn, for the \v 
— 


Mow nothing bot · dyy lb e make Atonement. 
Hor. . A Vow? . 118 


Alt. This to thy Net . 1 * ele 
Yet hold !--ByYieaw\n bis chest is hescuss 
EY wan Heart run oe with Tender 


And I cou'd rather die my lf than hunt hi. * 
A. Defend thy felt, for by my moch-wrangit Love, | 
1 ear the poor Evaſion ſhall not ſave hee. y * | 


a 20 m 
* 8 thay : F EC, > I - - A 
* ** 7 : #? l 
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4 The Fax PENIT EAT. 
F. Yet nene, bow 


We've liv'd.: - % $10.93 $3957 0116152 1 $7: ( 
83 04D} bug fo Altamont preſſes: en 
n e r 


e ooh 076 23 
Nature bids me guard the gave... 
. (They fight. 


Warze- nd ett ths Sword, 

Lav. My Brother! my Horatio! is it hes; iP 

ö. in 
you muſt quench impious Rage in * of 

Behold, iy Hoare hall give you alt her Store, 1 8 

To fave thoſe dearce. Strexms-that low from your. 
* wel chou dit (ound » Sale-guard; 1 _ \ 

t 

No Pow'r on Earth con't fave thee from my Fry... ..* 1 

| Lav. Oh fatal, deadly Sound! rome cri 
Her. Satety from thee! 1249 97:4 "9743 36 ( Ar. 

Away, vain Boy! Haſt thou forgot the 


I 


Ser 7 
Due to my Arm, thy firſt, thy great Example, / 
Which pointed out to noble Daring, | - . / 
And ſhew'd thee what it was to be a Man? * . 
to 


Lav. What buſy, meddling Fiend; what Foe 
Could kindle ſuch a Diſcocdꝰ Oh! lay by 7/7 
Thoſe moſt ungentle Looks, and angry Weapons, 
Unleſs you mean my Griefs, and killing Fears, .: 
Should ſtreteh me out at your relentleſs Feet. 
A wiretthad Coarſe, the Victim of your Furr. A 
Her. Ask'ſt thou what made us Foes? kes baſe Tngratiead _— 
was ſuch a Sin'to Friendſhip, as Heav'n's Mercer,, 
That firives with Man's untoward, monſtrous Wee 


3 with-forgiving, ſcarce cou'd pardon. | 1. 


- 


be Fain PaxITENT, 4½ 


ow 

i He. ho ou Wis hs Child! Ex 

en With bloody Malice, my 

- Al. Thou art my Siſter, won'd not make he 

120 The lonely eee eee 

Therefore thy Huzsband's Life is fafe; e 

he, No more to know this Hoſpitable 7 
. mn 

* muſt not meet; tis 


He js going, Lavinia "m Ft 

11 Ja Stay Altamont, my Brother ſtay, if ever © 
Mature, or what is fidirer much than Nature. 

r The n 5 

ut | Have made us dear to one another, ſta By: 

| And ſpeak one gentle Word tb your Ep © - 

1. Bebold, his Anger melts, he longs to love yoo, ET 


\ 4, 7% 
*? as 36-1 


To call ou Fried, then res yoo bud, with ul "| 
The t. . WY nv 
"= Alt. It cannot, ſha Tot bet cu mult ne re 
/ 4b. ay oor hay, 7 aii b 119904 10 
; Minote that 1 ftay,”: * Nimm 
Is one Injury to fair Cilia. 501 


| From t Friendſhip to ber Arms TI by = by A. 
There,'if in any pauſe of Love I reſt, * | 
Breathleſs with Bliſs, upon ber panting Breit. 
In broken melting Accents I will ur 4 Ny | 
Henceforth to tru wy Heart with none but tie}. 
Then own the Joys, —.— of her Charms attend, 
, Have gg Wien" pal for'myaithleſs Friend, 
Ac arenen e r. 
Hor, Oh raiſe tber, my Zhvmih, | the Earth; | 
It is too much, this Lide oF Adwing! 
This wondrous waſte of Pers, too much to give, © 15 
0 
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To an ungrateful Friend, and cruel Brother. 
Lev, Is chere not cauſe for Weeping ! Oh Horatio: 
A Brother and a Husband were my Treaſure, « oF 
Pe. poor Tauinss 
of b Father's Fortunes. = 


8 Shipwreck 

alrcady ;./if thou leav't me, 
7 prove unkind to me, as. Altamont, 
Whom dnl B fd to pity un Difrels | 
To have Compaſſion on 8. belpleſs Wanderer, 
Af gn where to lay her wretched Head ?- 
76a ths, wand cs wth hy fo Cog 


e 
n oY 
Talk not of E for N 
Next to cy een, my ct 


gentle. 


1 8 On 


_— 
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Lav. . for thee, 

My Country, ev! vez. 

The — nn 2 — 4 

And better far, it ſhou d be left for thee, 

And all that I wog'd. be Horatio. 

o when the Marchant 2, bs Ve lf, 

Tho! richly Freigbted from a F Coaſt, 

Gladly, for Life, the Treaſure he wou'd givez 

And only wiſhes to eſcape, and live. © + F 0M 

Gold arid/his-Gains-no-more employ bis Mind. 

But driving o'er the Billows with the Wind, - 

u v Flank endimoro theta eee 
| 
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4 ben Fan Punrrnnt: 


1 ne 20 „ » 


Act W. — i 
an SOFNT; « Garden. ie 


. 
Ali. irn 7 wnequal, Tempers ate we ſorm d? 
Dunne ene 
Revels ſecure, and fondly tels ber lf, „ h Ni aut 


T be Hoor of Kvil:can return n motee : 
The gent, the Spirits pall'd, and fick of Riot, 

Toro to Diſcord, and. we hate our Beings, 

And Bitterneſs, and Anguiſh. Oh! laſt Night! 

What has ungrateful Beauty paid me back, 

For all that Maſi of Friendſhip which 1 ſquander d? 
Coldneſs, Averſion, Tears, and ſullen Sorrow, 


Daſh'd all my Bliſs, and dam 'd my, Bridal Bed, 
Soon as the tes. 


Morning 8&wh'd, e 
Relentleſs to the gente 2 
I have loſt a Friend, d | 
Turn not to Thought; my. Bring, but Jet me find 


Some uafrequented Shade, there u me down, 
And let forgetful Dulneſs teal 


To ſoften and args thi Pi of thinking TY 


' Enter Lothario and Caliſta. 


Laß. Weep not, my Fair, but let the God of Love 
in thy Eyes, and Revel in thy Heart, 
Kindle again his Torch, and bold it high, 
To It us to new Joy nor let a Theught 
T IL Of 


o 


. 


The Fork eee 


Of Diſcord, or Diſquiet paſt, moleſt thee  _ 
But to a long Oblivion thy Cares... 
And let us melt the Hour in Bliſs, | 


Cal. Seck not to Cath me with thy ls ede 
To Charm me with thy Softneſs: R 5 
m. e e =,» 
The Hours of Folly, and of fond Delight, * 
Are waſted all and fled ; thoſe that remain 
Are doom'd to Weeping, Anguiſh, and Rex ot 
] come to charge thee with # Account, _,.. 
Of all the Sorrows I have known already, __ | 
And all I have to come; thou haſt undone me, | 

Loth. Unjuſt Cate! doſt thou call it Ruin. ee 
To love as we have done; to melt, to languiſh, q 


To wiſh, for ſomewhat exquiſitely RG ” 12 5 


And then by WR ors to he Pe 
To die with Joy, and firaight to live again, | 
Spzechleſs to gaze, and with tumultuous — 1 
Cal. Ob! let me hear no more, I cannot bear it. \ 
'Tis deadly to Remember; let that Night. ' 
That guilry Night, be blotted from the Year, 
lay the Voice of Mirth, I eee 
Wk and deſolate, no Stars 
To gle er it Jt wiſh or Light, * — 
Yet want and vainly wait the Da.] n; 


L433 -7 LA \% 


for 'twas t Ny ght that gave me up We 


oy r to jous falſe Lot hario. 
car thy ye Pow'rs! mark bow the i Dec 
* Ir! Truth; * 


She calls 0G, % She: the faichle She, , 
hom. Do 10 "Night, whom, e and fac . 


6% Sighng 


6 The Pare Panafunis. | 


hing to vow, and teaderly proteſt, - ö wo 
— Thouſind times, be woyld be only mines” 
Ang, yet, behold, ſhe-has giv'n her ſelf away, 
Fled from my Arm, and wedded to anotber, 
Ev'n to the Man whom moſt L hate on Oy a 
Cal. Art thon 16 baſe to ü A 1 with WR. 


Which nothing but thy Cruelty could cauſe? ry 
If Ladigaation, | N cal „eee, 
For thy dumztiy Inſolence and JON e adam > 


Urg'd me to do V Deed of Deſperation, Gee e 
And wound my ſelf to be reveng d on thee, 

Think whom I ſhou'd devote to Death and net, 
Whom Curſe, as my Undper, but Lothario, 

Hadſt thou been Juſt, not all Stiolto's Pow, 

Not all the Vows and Pray'rs' ef light dns, 
Could have prevail d, or won mne 115 ake tbee. 

Loth. How taye 1 falfd in Juſtice, or in Love? / 
Burns not my Flame as brightly as at ft? ui 
Ev'n now my Heart beats bigh, 1 languiſh for thee, 

My Tranſports are as fierce, as ſtrong my Wiſhes, 
As if thou hadſt never ble® me with thy Beauty. 

Cal. Hoto didft thou dare to think that T | would. bre 
A Slave to baſe Delires, aud brucal Pleaſures, * | 
To be a wretched Wantoh for thy Leiſure, | { ws BO i wh 
To tay, and Waſte an Hour of idle Time Lat e 5 
My Soul difdains thee for {6 mean a T wo e K 

Loth, The driving Storm of Paſſign wi 7 way, 
And I muſt yield before it; wert thou calm, © 
— .* the poor Criminal, om yall 

yet» dete tender things to pled, Bier 
charm thy Rags and miete fl 


bas yell, nad 


d 
8 Zater 
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eb 


Alt, 1 have loft my Peace---Ha! do I live and waks!-- 
Cal. Hadſt thou been true, bow happy had I been? 
Not Altamont, but thou hadit been my Lord. 
But wherefore nam d I happineſ with thee? _ 
It is for thee, for thee, that I am curſt} 
For thee, my ſecret Soul each Hour arraighs me, 
Calls me to anſwer for my Virtue ſtain d, 
My Honour loſt to thee; for thee it haunts me, 
Wah era Seds voynng Vengrencs on me 6, | | 
With Altamont complaining for his W We” 
Ale, Behold him here---= - [Coming former. 
Cal. Ah} mr 
Al, The Wot ab foo bull cone,” Sh; 
and Sorrows bail phou heyy'd upon few. | 
and Vengeance is the only Good is left. | (Drawing: 
Loth. Thou haſt tu en me ſomewhat Col fe TOY 
But Love and War take turns like Day Ow. 
And little Preparation ſerves my turn, 
Equal to both, and arm'd for either Field. * 
We've long been Foes, this tende our Quarrelz . 
14 — judge the Combat. 
Fang: Sorrow! A 
l. Thor eds elk n 


It — Air; this for my Father, 
This for Sciolto, and this laſt for Alamam. 


mb rants 8 | 


Loth, Oh Altamont! thy Genius is the ft 
Thou haſt prevail'd!---My fierce, ambitious 


1117 


De- 


„ 


_ — — — — 


I wou d not bear to be teproach'd by them, 


Tus lar wy 


48, The Fels PENITENT. 
ining droops, and all her Fires grow pale; 

Yet let not this Advantage ſwell thy Fride, 

10 'd in my turn, in Love 1 Triuwph d: 

Thoſe Joys are lodg d beyond the reach of Fate; 

That +. Revenge comes ſmiling to my Thoughts, © 
Adorns my Fall, 'Chears | my Heart in dying. [ Dies, 
Cal. And what remains for me? Befet with Shame, 

Encompaſs'd round with Wretcbedneſs, there is & 
But this one Way, to break the Toll, and "ſcape. 
| [She catches wh Lothario's Sword, and offers to 11 te 
felf; Altamont run, 10 ber. and wreſts it from her. 
Alt. What means thy frantick Rage? 
Cal, Off! let me po. Fs 
A. Ohl thou haſt more than murder'd me: * 1. 
Still art thou here! and my Soul ſtarts with Horror, #84 
At thought of an) Danger that may reach the. 
Cal. Tbinke ft thou | mean to live? to be forgiven ? 
Ob! thou haſt known but little of Ce; be 8 
If thou hail'ſt never heard my Shame, if only 
Ie midnight Moon, and filent Stars had ſeen it, 


* x 


But dig down deep to find a Grave beneath, N 
And Na ime From their Beams, N ot fy 
wirkin.) What ho! my So an . 
Jy"! It is Sciolts' Calls; come ork}"and fod We 


The wretched Thing of Wt wy Kind om Eeftdz. 


Cal. Is it the Voice of Thunder, or my =o 
Madneſs! Confuſion! Tet the Storm come on, 
Let the tumultuous Roar drive all ,upon ey” 
Daſh my devoted Bark; je Sur 20s, 3 7 


Nai ghar. the T 

Pg" "4 NIL Ir yr” riſes, wb R >] ce 4 
192 zuin 2990 e bunte Sat * 
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when I um lost. ſunk to the bottom lou, . 
mann ! 
. Enter Sciolto. KS 

Sei. bn now Reſlans leap'd dhe Garden Wall---- | 
Ha! Death has been b my Fears! T 
Laſt Night thou had'ſt a Diff rence with thy Friend, 
The Cauſe thoy/gav'ſt me for it was a-damn'd one: F 
F 
Anſwer me quick 3 | 

Ale. Oh! preſs me not to ſpeał, 71 FAT 4 ba 
Ev'n now my Heart is breakin ata — | 
Will lay me dead before — | 
And gueſs my Shame! my Ruin! oh CHs ;, 

Sci. It is enough ! but I am flow to Rxecute. 
And Juſtice lingers in my lazy Hande 
Thus let me wipe Diſhonour-from my Nam. 
hed cut thee from the Earth; thou Stain ro Goodneſs 

(oss: to kill. Caliſta, | Altamont nk * 

Ale. Stay the, Scio/to, thou-raſh Father, Nay, y. 
Or turn the Point on me. and throꝰ my Breaſt | 
Cut out the bloody Paſſage to Calas 
So ſhall my Love be perfect, while for her 
I die, for whom alone I wiſh'd'to live. 

Cal. No, Altamont ! oed dc thy Love, 
Shall never be indebted to thy Pi ß 
Thus torn, defac'd, nnd wreeched us 1 cem. 07 «Cl 
Still I have ſomething of Sciofto's/ Virtue 1 
Yes ! yes, my Father, I applaud thy — pod 
Strike home, and I will bleſa thee forthe Blow: | 5 
Be merciful, and free me from FE) 
.Tis harp, * yn <a 5 

1 


Evin thee, thou venerghle good old: Man. 


3 The FlrtilPanirens. 


The chearful Days: Men, Rami. aod/Hedv'Q, and Thee: | 


For being Author of a Waeteb like me. 

Alt. Liſtes not to the Widneſs af har Raving. 
Remember Nature Shouid thy 2 48 
Defile that Hand; ſo juſt; doigreat in a6. 
Her Blood wou'd z<t-uponi thee to Poſterit . 
Tale ths Males, un ng the Wares” vs 

Cal. Have I not wrong'd his ati — 
And yet behold him pladiqꝑ dor y reg . 
Loſt as thou art 26/ Wirtue, ah Salis: 

I think thou canſt not bear to be lands 
Then haſte to die, and be obüg d ud mare. 

Sei. Thy pious Care has gi n me time-to think. 
And fav'd me from a Crime; then reſt, my. Sond; | 
To Honour haue I Kkapt ithee ever ſacred, 
Nor will I dtain thee wich a raſh: Revenge: » 

But, merk me well, I will have. ſuſtige „ 
Hope not to bear d way thy Crimes unpuniſh'd, 
I will ſee Juſtice executed on thee, 

Even to a Roman ſiriftneſs; and thou, Nature, 
Or whatſoc'er thou art that pload'ft within me, 
Be till, thy tender ire in vais. 

Gal. 1 Ie er lye, and bear your Triuwph! 
To grone beneath your: Soorn and fierce U 
Daily to be reproach'd, and bave my Miſery 
At Morn, at Noon, at Night told ayer to me, 

Leſt my Rengembrance might grow pitiful, 
And grant a Moment's Interval of Nace; 

Is this, is this the Meray-of u father? 
dh, hes nts toon 2 4 
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Sci. Hence from my Sight, thy Fer cans bear thr 

Fly with thy Infamy to dark Cell, 

Where on the Confines of Eternal Night, | 

Mourning, Misfortune, Cares and Anguiſh gal 

Where ugly Shame hides her opprobrious Head, 

And Death and Hell deteſted Ruje-maintain; 

There bowl out the remainder of thy Life, X 

And wiſh thy Name may be no more remember'd, 
Cal. Yes, I will fly to ſome ſuch diſmal Place, 

And be more curſt than you can wiſh I were; 

This fatal Form, that drew on my Undoing, 

Faſting, and Tears, and Hardſhip ſhall deſtroy; . 

Nor Light, nor Food, nor Comfort will 1 know, 

Nor ought that may continue hated Life, | 

Then when. you ſee me meagre, wan, and chasg d, 

Stretch'd at my Length, and dying in, wy C 

On that cold Earth 1 mean ſhall be my Grave, 

Perhaps you may t, and Ggbing ſay. 

At length her. Tears have waſh'd her Stains away, 

At length tis time her Puniſhment ſhou'd ceaſe ; 

Die thou, poor ſuff'ring Wretch, and be at | pence. 


[Exit Caliſta: 
Sci, Who of my Servants wait there ? 
' Enter two or three Servants. 


On your Lives, | | 
Take care my Doors be guarded well, that none 
Pals out, or egter, but by my Appointment, 
LExeunt Seruaur. 
Alt. There is a fatal Fury in your Viſage, 
It blazes fierce, and menaces DeſtruRion; , 
My Father, r | 
= . 
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Even now my eaſy Heart is breaking with 'em, 
Yet, above all, one Fear diftrafts me moſt, 


7 


I tremble at the Vengeance which you meditate, 


On the poor, faithleſs, lovely, dear Caliſta. 

2 Haſt thou not read what brave Virginins did? 
With his own Hand be flew his only Daughter, 
To fave her from the fierce Decemvirs Lult, 
He flew her yet unſpotted, to prevent ll do! 
The Shame which ſhe might know. Then what ſhou' 
But thou haſt ty'd my Hand.----1 wo not kill ber; 
Yet by the Ruin ſhe has brought upon us, | 
The Common Infamy that brands us both, 
She ſha'not *ſcape. 

Alt. You, mean that ſhe ſhall die then? 

Sci. Ask me not what, nor how 1 have reſoly'd, 
For all within is Anarchy and Uproar. N 
Oh Altamont! What a vaſt Scheme of Joy 
Has this o e Day deſtroy'd! Well did 1 hope 
This Daughter wou'd have bleſt my latter Days, 
That I ſhov'd live to ſee you the World's Wonder; 
So happy, great, and good, that none were like you, 
While I, from buſy Life and Care (ct free, 
Had ſpent the Evening of my Age at home, 
Among a little prattling Race of yours: 
There, like an old Man talk'd a-while, and then 
Lain down and ſlept in Peace. Inſtead of this, 
Sorrow and Shame muſt bring me to my oy 


Oh damn her! damn her! 


6 Enter a Servant. 
Ser. Arm your ſelf, my Lord; 


Reſano, who but now eſcap'd the Garden, 
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Has 
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Has gather d in the Street a Band of Rioters 
Who threaten you, and all your Friends, with Ruin, 
Unleſs Rothario be retura'd in Safety. 
Sci, By Heav'n, their Fury riſes to my Wim, | 
Nor ſhall Misfortane. know my, Houſe alone, | 
But thou, Lotha-io, and thy Race, ſball pay me, a 
For all the Sorrows which my Age is curſt with. 
] think my Name as great, my Friends as potent, 
As any in the State; all ſhall be ſummon d.. 
| know that all will | Join their Hands to'ourt, © "q 
and vindicate thy Veageance. Raiſe the Body, 
And bear it in; his Friends ſhall buy him Ms 
will have Blood for, Ranſom : When our Force TS 
Is full, and arm'd, we ſhall expect thy Sword, 
To join with us, and facrifice to Juſtice. —.— 
ter sch 
[The Body of Lothario i carried off by Servant. 
Manet Altamont. 
Ale. There is « ſtupid Weight upon my ene. 
A diſmal ſullen Stillaeſs, that ſucereds 
The Storm of Rage and Grief, like filent Death; 
Afrer the Tumult and the Noiſe of Life. 1 
Wou'd it were Death, as ſure tis wond'rous like it, 
For | am fiek of Living, my Soul's pal d. 
She kindles not with Anger or Revenge; . 
Love was th'informing, active Fire within, | 
Now that, is quench'd, the Maſs forgets to moye, 
And longs to mingle with its kindred Earth, 
LA tumultuous Noiſe with claſhing of Swords 
As at a little diſtance. 
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Exton Lavinia with two Servants, their Swords 
qo + 42 24 i draw. g a 
Nor loſe vain officious Cares on me; 
Bring me my Lord, my Hucband to my Arms; | 
He is Lavinia Life, bring him me fate, $5 
And I ſhall be at caſe, be well and happy. | 
. | | [Exennt Servant, 

Ale, Art thou Lavinia? Oh! what barb'rous Hand 
Could wrong tb , defenceleſs Innocence, 

And leave ſuch Marks of more than ſavage Fury? 

Lav. My Brother! © my Heart is full of Feats; 
Perhaps ern now my dear Horatio bleeds. 

Not far from hence, as paſſing to the Port. 

By a mad Multitude we were ſurrounded, 
Who ran upon us with uplifted Swords, 

And cry'd'alou'd for Vengeance, and Loc hario. 

. My Lord, with ready Boldneſs,. food the Shock, 
To ſhelter me from Danger, but in vin. 
Had not a Party, from Scioleo's Palace, | 
Ruſh'd out, and ſnatch'd. me from amidf the Fray. 

Alt. What of my Friend ? 

Lav. Ha! by my Joys tis he, [Looking ont, 
He lives, he comes to bleſs me, he is ſaſel- 

Enter Horatio, with two or three Servants, their 
8 Swords drawn. 

1 Serv. Twere at the utmoſt hazard of your Life 
Co, venture forth again, till we are ſtronger; = 
Their Number trebles ours. F 

Hor. No matter, ſet it; 


Death is not half ſo ſnocking as that Traitor. 


My 


H 
\ 


\ 
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/ 
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My honeſt Soul is mad wah Indigaation, . - 

Te think her Plaiane( could be ſo abus d. 12 
As to miſtake that Mretch. and * mud, is ed 
cannot bear the Sight. ; 

Alt. Open thou Earth, 

Gape wide, and take me down e Boſom,. 
To hide me from Horatio. 
Hor. Oh Lavinia! 
Believe not but I joy to ſee-thee ſafe: 
Wou'd our ill Fortune had not drove us. weber z 
I cou'd even wiſh, we rather had been wreckt 
On any other Shore, than ſav'd on this,. 

Lav. Oh let us bleſs the Mercy that preſervd ue, 
That gracious Pow'r that ſav'd us for each other: 
And, to adorn the Sacrifice of Praiſe, 
Offer Forgiveneſs too; be thou like 1 
And put away th Oſfences of thy Friend, 
Far, far from thy Remembrance, _. 

Ale. I have mark'd bim, 
To ſee if one forgiving Glance ſtole hikes; 
If any Spark of Friendſhip were alive, 
That wou d, by Sympathy, at meeting Gow. ate 
And ſtrive to kindle up the Flame anew; ; LY. 
'Tis loſt, tis gone, his Soul is quite eſtrang d, 
And knows me for its Counter part no more. 

Hor. Thou know'ſt thy Rule, thy Empire i in Horavio, 
Nor can'ft'thog ask in vain, command in vain, 

Where Nature, Reaſon, nay where Love is Judge 3 
But - when) your arge my 2 to comply 
be what it moſt. abhors, I cannot do it. 
Lav, Where —— Hate? 
20 


It 
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It was not in thy Nature to be thus; 

Come put it off, and let thy Heart be chearful, 
Be gay again, and know the Joys of Friendſhip, 
The Truſt, Security, and mutual Tenderneſs, 
The double Joys, where each is glad for both; 
Friendſhip, the Wealth, the laſt Retreat and Strength, 
Secure againſt ill Fortune, and the Wort. 

Hor, I am not apt to take a light Offence, 
But patient of the — nr my Friends, 
And willing to forgive; but when an Injury 
Stabs to the Heart, and rouſes my Reſentment, 
(Perhaps it is the Fault of my rude Nice) | 
I own I cannot eaſily forgive it. 

Als. Thou haſt forgot me, 

Hor, No, 

Alt. Why are thy Eyes x 
Impatient of me then, ſcornful and herce? - 

Hor. Becauſe they ſpeak the Meaning of my . 
Becauſe they are boneſt, and diſdain a Villeinn. 

Al. | have wrong d thee moch. Raman. | 

Hor. True, thou haſt: 
When I forget it,'may I be a Wretch, 
Vile as thy ſelf, a falſe perfidious Fellow, 
An infamous, believing, - Britiſh Husband, + 

Alt. I've wrong'd 'thee much, and Heav) n has well 2 


I have not, ſince we parted, been at Peace, ee it. 


Nor known one Joy ſincere; our broken Friendſhip | 

Purſu'd me to the laſt Retreat of Love, 

Stood glaring like a Ghoſt, and made me cold with Woes: 

Misfortunes on Misfortunes preſs upon me, 

Swell o'er my Head, like Waves, and daſh me down. 
* | Sorrow, 


ic, 
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Sorrow, Remorſe, * Shame, have torn my Soul, 
Tbey hang like Winter on my Youthful Hopes, 
And blaſt the Spring and Promiſe of my Lear. 
Lav. So Flow'rs are gather'd to adorn a Grave, 
To loſe their Freſhneſs amongſt Bones and Rottenneſs, 
And have their Odours ſtifled in the Duſt: 
Can'ft thou hear this, thou cruel, hard Horatio? 
Canſt thou behold thy Altament undone? 
That gentle, that dear.Youth! canſt, thou behold biw; 
His poor Heart broken, Derth in his pale Viſage, 
And groaning out his Woes, yet ſtand unmov d? 
Hor. The Brave and Wiſe/I pity in Merge. 
But when Ingratitude and Folly Nan 
'Tis Weakneſs to be touch d. 
Ali. I wo' not ask thee 
To pity or forgive me ; n N 
This Scorn, this Inſolence of Hate is juſt; 
'Tis Conſtancy of Mind, and manly in thee. 
But oh! had 1 been wrong'd by thee, Horatio, 
There is a yielding Suftneſs in my Heart 
Cou'd ne er bave ſtood it out, but | had ran, 
With ſtreaming Eyes, and open Arms, oe 
And preſt thee cloſe, cloſe! | 
Hor, I muſt hear no more,” 1 
The Weakneſs is contagious, I wy it, 
And be a tame fond Wretch,. 
Lav. Where wou'dit thou go? 
Wou'dſt thou part thus? You ſha'not, tis impoſiible; 
For I will bar thy Paſſage, kneeling thus: 
Perhaps thy cruel Hand may ſpurn me off, 
But L will throw my 5 in the way, 
5 


5 
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And thou - ſnalt oer my faithful Boſdm, 
8 / kill ine er thou paſs, I 
not in vin thy pious Stir, Laviniss I 

1 ee my Pain. < 1 
/ 

( 

/ 


Califta,*thon hadft reachd my Heart before; 
To make all ſure, *my Friend repeats the Blow : 
But in the Grave our Cires' ſhall be forgotten, 
There Love and Friendftip-ceafe; 11 
Iasi ran to him, aud endextonr; wy Fan. , 
Lav. Speak to we, amont. \ 
He faints ! he dies! Now try al fx thy Triumph 
= bow dey rye why oa 
Here will 1 ay me down by thy dear | 
'  Bemoan thy too hard Fate, ted fre k it thee, 
And never ſee my cruel Lord again. 
[ Horatio. rams t Altarnont, and raiſed bim in his Arms. 
Hor, It is too much to bear! Look up, my Altamont ! 
My ftubborn, unrelenting. Heart. has kill d him. 
Look up and heft me, dell me that thou li t. 
Ob! I have urg d thy Gentleneſi too fars 


Do thou vad 1 Trabis both forgive me; 

A Flood of Tenderneſs comes o'er my Soul; | 

I cannot ſpeak----I love forgive! and pity. thie.----- 
le, 1 chought that nothing cou'd have ſtayd wy Sal 

That long ere this ber Flight had reach d the Stn 

But thy known Voice has lur'd her back 

Maak l fiin wou'd ſet all right with thee, 

Make up this maſt unlucky Breach, and then, 

With thine and Heav'n's Forgiveneſs on my Soul, 

Sþciak to my Grave, and be at caſe for ever, 


[ Herevives. 
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By Heavy n my Heart bleeds for thee; ev'n this mo- 
| fee y Pangt'ef Gppointed Love. ment. 
Is it not Pity that this Youth ſhov'd fail, 

Thar all bly x Godditfs ſnow'd be loſt, 


AH4 the Works never know bf Oh ay aim? 
Give de thy Sorrow yr, n 
And ſhelter thee from Ruin, 

Lav, Oh my Brother ! 
Think not bat "oe wel fre rn thy" Wore, 
Well nt al Day; and teh dd Tak of Love: 
And When we light upon ſome faithlefs'Worhen, - 
Some Beauty, like Caliſa, falſe and fair, 
We'll fix our Grief, and out complaining there; 
We'll curſe the Nymph that drew the Ruin on, 
and RAE PR og whs bike thee undone; 

1. [Erotints. 


70 The Fain PENITENT. 


ACT v. SCENE J. 


SCENE i: 4 3 bung with Black; on one ſide 
Lothario's Body on @ Bier; on the other, 4 Ta- 
ble, with a Scull and ver Bones a Book and 
a Lamp on it. 


Cakſta is diſcover i en A Couch in Black;. her Hair banging 
looſe and diforder'd: ban end and 4 + Serge he "we 
and comes mand. 5 


» 
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1. 7 228924 b 
24 R. you Midnight een a ; 
who and wan appear, 8 
And fil the Mitch, who wakes, with Fear. 
Tu who wander, ſcream, and grone, 
Round the Manſions once your 0wn, 
Tow, whom flill your Crimes upbraid, 
Tow, who reſt not with the Dead; 
From the Coverts where you fray, 
Where you lurk, and ſhun th the oY 
From the Charnel and the Tomb, © 
HKither haſte ye, hither come. 


Chide Caliſta for Delay, 
Tell her, tis for her you flay; 
Bid har die, and come Away. 
8 
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See the Sexton with his Spade, 

See the Grave already made ; [ 10 dee 0 nt 
Liften, Fair One, 10 thy Knell, . \ .;/ tek 
This Muſick is thy paſſing Bell. ENS 


Cal. 'Tis well! theſe Solemn Soundsthis romp oftame, 

Are fit to feed the Frenzy in my Soul. | | | 

Here's room for Meditation ev'n to Madaeſs, . 

Til the Mind burſt with Thinking. This dull Flame 

Sleeps in the Socket. Sure the Book was left 

To tell me ſomething;---for Inſtruction them 

He teaches holy Sorrow, and Contrition, 

And Penitence;-----1s it become an Art then? "Tp 

A Trick that lazy, dull, luxurious Gownmen 

Can teach us to do over} I'll no more on't; 
. ns * — 

] have word Anguith ks cay Heut... 

Than all their Pedant Diſcipline Cer knew. e 

What Charnel has been rifled for theſe Bones? | ot als of 

Fy! this is Pageanfry ;----they look uncoorthly. , 8 

But what of that? If he or ſhe that o]ꝙn d em,. 

Safe from Diſquiet fit, and ſmile to ſee. _ | 

The Farce their miſerable Relicte plagg. 

But here's a Sight is terrible indeed 7 

Is this that Haughty, Galant, Gay Lothar, 

That dear Perhdious Abl how Pale be looks! 

How Grim with clotted Blood, and thoſe dead agen 

Aſcend ye Ghoſts, fantaſtick Forms of Night, | 

In all your diffrent dreadful Shapes aſcend, 

nnn ny a... y 
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D Sele 
Sci. This Dead of Night; this filent — 
Nature for Reſt ordain d, ad ſeft 
And yet Diſtraction, and Wmf J 
Keep all our — Citizens awake: 
T Lermte, divided und irre fc, 
Want Pow'r to — — 1MNiged . 
Vainly in Words r 
While the fivree bulon, Lecen char 
And drown the Voie&of Law in — 
Amidit the general Wreels, {bv vefeere Sh hands; 24 
Leer 9 cm 
Like Helen, in the Night when was fack's; 
SpeRatreſs of the Miſchief 'which 2 | 
Cal. It is Sciolto? be thy ſelf, my'Soals- - 
te bear hir fatal Indignation 
That be may fee thou art not loſt ſo n | 
But ſomewhat ſlill nnen | 
In the forlorn Cats: 
Si, Thou wert once 
My Daughter. 
Cal. Happy were it I had dy, 
And never loſt that Nane. | . 1154 
Sei. That's ſomething yet. 2 & i . 
Thou were the p) Hg ef y AR | 
thought TN 9 
That alf ehe B cd githes for thee!?¶ 
By Cares on Eerth, and by my Fry to Heavy m; 
Were little for my Fondneſꝭ to beſt oe 
Why didſt thou turi to Folly then, and curſe 6? 
Gn, det n Soul was n gon rom n 


Wiſe; 


* o 

| | 
Orders, f 
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1 dwelt-in-aacieat 
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poor imperfect Copy of ey Faber, 320M 
ad 6c dene Goodneſs aed.the. Srength of mah, Fins, 
Was thinly planted, and che dd Vnid. 
Fil'd up with light Belief, and eaſy Fondneſs ; 
It is, becauſe I Jov'd, and was Woman.. . _ 
Sci. Hadſt thou been honeſt, thou ba bees Chai . 


But of that Joy, as of a Gem long lol.. 

at thou er r Sr! 
Cal. I have; as on the End of and Sorrow. 
Sei. Ha! anſwer: me! ſay, haſt thow coolly thougbt? 


— 


'Tis not the Stoick's Leſions got by Rote, 


The Pomp of Words, and Pedaat Diſſertations, 
That can > thee in that Hour of Terror: 
Books have faught Co werds to talk nobly of its. u 
But when, the Trial gomes, they art, and Rand aghat;. | 
Haſt thou conſider d when may bappen after it? \. 
How thy Account may ſtand, and what to an{wer.?+ , 
Cal. i have turn'd my Eyes inward: upon my ſelf, . 
Where foul Offence, ane-Nhagin ave og ab mages. 
Therefore my Soul abhors the wretched 
And longs to find ſoma better Place of Reſt. 
Si. *Tis jaliſy thought, and worthy of thas Spirit: 
Latian\Bcealts, When Nu 


Was Miſtreſs of the World. I-wou'd-gg.00;, 
And tell thee all my Purpoſey but it Nicks 


Here at my Heart, and cannot find a Ways 
Cal. Then ſpare the Telling, if it be a Pang. 


And write the Meaning with your Pogiard bete. 
= Ob! truly gyels' d-= fect thou this trembling Hend 

4 as. up 4 Dagger. 
| Thrice: 
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Thrice Juſtice urg d and thrice the aach ning Sinews 
Forgot their Office, and confeſt the Father; * 
At length the ftubborn Virtue has prevaiPd,” 

It muſt, it muſt be ſo-------Oh! take i it-then, 


And know he reft untaught. 
Cal. I underſtand you, 
It is but thus, and both are (atiefy'd. She 
[She offers to kill ber ſelf, Sciolto catches bald of bor &rm 
Sci. A Moment, give me yet a Moment's ſpace. 
The ſtern, the rigid Judge has been obey'd;* 
Now Nature, and the Father, claim their turns. 
1 have held the Balance with an Iron Hand, 
And put off ev'ry tender, human Thought, 
To doom my Child to Death; but fpare my Eyes 
The moſt unnatural Sight, leſt their Strings crack, 
And my old Brain fplit, and grow mad with Horror, 
Cal. Ha! Is it poffible ? and is there yet” | 
Some little, dear Remain of Love and Tenderneſs, * 
For poor, undone Cala, in your Heart? i | 
Sci. Oh! when I think whar Pleaſure I took in thee; 
What Joys thou gay viſt me in thy prattling lofaney, 
Thy ſprightly Wit, and early blooming Beauty, 
How [I have ftood, and fed my Eyes upon thee, 
Then lifted up my Hands, and wondring bleſt thee; 
By my 5 Grief, my Heart ern melts within me, 
I cou d Nature, * that Tyrant, Honour, 
For making me thy Father, and thy Judges. K 
Thou art my Daughter ill, 
Cal. For that kind Word. 
r bes humbly tothe Fat; 


1 5 Weep 


ger. 
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Weep on your Feet, and bleſs you for this Goodaelsz 
Oh! *cis too much for this offending Wretch, 
This Paricide, that Murders with her Crimes, 
Shortens her Father's Age, and cuts him off, 1 
Ere little more than half his Years be number c. 
Sci, Wou'd it were otherwiſe---but thou mult die. 
Cal. That I muſt die! it is my only Comfort; 
Death is the Privilege of human Nature, 4547 ek 
And life without it were not worth our taking; 
Thither the Poor, the Pris' ner, and the Mourner, 
Fly for Relief, and lay their Burdens down. TRE 
Come theo, and take me now to thy cold Arms, 1 
Thou meagre Shade; here let me breathe my laſt, 
Charm'd with my Father's'Piry-and Forgiveneſs, 
More than if: Angels tan'd their — * 1 
And ſung 4 Requiem to my parting {me, 
Sci, 5 am ſummon'd hence, ere —— my Friends erpest 
There is 1 know not: what of ſad Preſage, 
That tells me, I ſhall never ſee thee more; 1 
If it be ſo, this is our laſt fare wel, b. 
and theſe the parting Pangs, which Nature feels, | Pa! 
When Anguiſh rends the Heart-ſtriags---Oh! my Daughter & 
[ Exit Scioha, 
Cal. Now think, thou curſt Calif, now behold 
The Deſolation, Horror, Blood and Ruin, 
Thy Crimes and fatal Folly ſpread around, 
That loudly cry for Vengeance on thy Head ;; 
Yet Heav'n, who knows our weak imperfect Natures, 
How blind with Paſſions, and how prone 0 Evil. 
Makes not too ſtrict Inquiry for Offences, 
But is aton'd by Penitence and Pray'r : 


Cheap 


@ Thr Fam Pennrtwy. 


Cheap Rerwmpenſe! hore *rowou'd: not be tete 

Nothing but Bodd can mabe the Kxpist ion, 

And cieanſe the Soul from inbred; deep Pollution, 

And ſce, another injured: Wretuh is come, 

Tall for poten tirdy Hard; 
Altamont. 


| Alt. ye fame) hail thou Houſe of Death? 
And thou the lovely Miſtreſs of theſe Shades, 
| Whoſe Beauty gilds thee more than midaight Darkneſs, 
| And makes it grattfat as the Dawn of Day. 
Oh! take me in 6 Fellow Mourner with thee, 
I' number Grone for Grone, and Te for' Tear: 
And whes the Foumaim of thy Eyes are dey,. 
Mine ſhall ſupply the Stream, and weep for both, 
Cal. 1 know thee well, thou art the injur'd Alramonn 
| Thou com'ſt to urge me with the Wrongs I ha done thee 3 
| But know I ftand upon the Brink of Life, 
And in a Moment mean. to ſet me free 
| From Shame, 
| Doſt thou teu mei when did 1 complain 
| Or murmur at my Fate? For the I have 
Forgot the Temper of Falian Husbands, 
And Fondnzeſs hav-prevail'd upon Revenge z/ 
I bore my load of luſamy with Patience, 
As Holy Men do Fumſmments from Heav'n, 
Nor thought it had. becauſe it came from these: 
Oh l. than forbid me not to mouru thy Loſs, 
To wiſh ſotue better Fate lad rul'd our Loves, 
And that Cala bad been mine, and true. F 
Cal. Ob, Altamons! m bas for Souls like mise, 
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| That were I dot abandon'd to De 


The Furs Pewrrens. 7 

Haughty and fierce, to yield they bare done ails 

But oh! bebold my proud, chſdalnfal Heart, l 
ads to thy getitler Virtue; yen i wm © 
h is thy Truth, thy Tendefheſt, and Love, 24 

uch are the Graces that adorn thy Yourh, 


With thee I might have liv'd, for Ages Viet; 
And dy'd in Peace within thy fairtful Arms. 

Ale, Then Happineſi is'QIll within our reach: 
Here let — loſe her paſt Misfortunes, 
Tear al Records tat hold the A Story; 

Here let out Joys begin, from betice go on 
In long ſucceſhve Order. 
, Whar! in Death? 

Ale. Then art thou fir d en „ 
we'll go together, my adventfous Love . 

Shall” follow thee to thoſk uncertain Beings; | 
Whether” our lifeleſ Shades. are doom'd to wander 
In gloomy Groves, with diſcontented Ghioftsz 
Or whether thro” the upper Air we fleet, 

And tread the Fields of Light, ſtill 7 porlbe thee, | 
Till Fate ordains that we ſhall part no more. 

Cal. Oh no! Heay'n has ſome better Lot in ſtore 
To crown thee with; live, and be happy longs _ 
Live for ſome Maid that ſhall deſttve thy 
Some kind unpractis'd Heart, that never yet 0 
Has liſten d to the falſe ones of thy Sexz 
Nor known the Arts of ours; ſhe ſhall revyard thee, 
Meet thee with Virtues equal to thy own, , | 
Charm thee with Sweetneſs, Beauty, and with Truth, 
Be bleſt in thee one aud thou in ber, 
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n Fair PENITE NT. 


Enter Horatio. | 
Hier. Now mourn indeed, ye miſerable par, 
For now the Meaſure of your Woes is full. 
Ale. What doſt-thou mean, Horatio? 4 
Hor. Oh! tis dreadful: 
The great, the good Sciolts dies this Moment. 
Cul. My Father! 6 
Alt. That's a deadly Stroke indeed. 
Hor. Not long ago he privately went forth, | | 
Attended but by few, and thoſe unbidden; 
1 beard which way he took, and ſtraight purſu'd bim, 


But found him compaſs d by Lothario's Faction, 


Almoſt alone, amid'ſt a Crowd of Foes; | 
Too late we brought him Aid, and drove them back: 
Ere that his frantick Valour had provok d 
The Death he ſeem d to wiſh for from their Swords. 

Cal. And doſt thou bear me yet, thou patient . 
Doſt thou not labour with my 1 rous Weight 
And you ye glitt ring heav'nly Hoſt of Stars, 
Hide your fair Heads in Clouds, or I ſhall blaſt you, 
For I am all Contagion, Death, and Ruin, 
And Nature ſickens at me; reſt, thou World, 
This Paricide ſhall te thy Plague no more; 

lcd, Bae 


Thus, thus, I ct thee free. 
Hor. Oh! fatal Raſhneſs ! 
Ale. Thou doſt inſtruct me well; to lengiben Life, 


Is but a trifle now. 


Altamont offers to Jill himſelf ; Horatio prevents 
him, and wreſt: his Sword from him. 
Hor, Ha! what means | 
The frantick Altament ? Some Foc to Man | 
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The Fal R PENIT ENT. 69 
Fas breath d on ev'ry Breaſt Contagious Fury, * 
And Epidemick Madneſs. | 
Enter Sciolto, pale and bloody, ſupported by Servants. 

Cal. Oh my Heart! # 
Well may'ſt thou fail, for ſee the Spring that fed 
Thy Vital Stream is waſted, and runs low. 

My Father! will you now at laſt forgive me, 

If after all my Crimes, and all your Suff ringe, 

I call you once again by that dear Name? | 
Will you forget my Shame, and thoſe wide wounds, 
Lift up your Hand, and bleſs me 22 

Down to my dark Abode? 

Sci. Alas! my Daughter! | 
Thou haſt raſhly ventur'd in a Stormy Sea, 

Where Life, Fame, Virtue, all were wreck'd and loſt; £ 
But ſure thou haſt borne thy part in all the mae 
And ſmarted with the Pain; then reft in Peace, 

Let Silence and Oblivion hide thy Name, 10 
And fave thee from the Malice of Poſterit jj 
And may'ſt thou find with Heav'n the ſame Forgiveneſs, | 
As with thy Father here.-------Die, and be happy. 

Cal. Celeſtial Sounds! Peace dawns upon my Soul, 
And ev'ry Pain'grows leſs — Ob! gentle —— * £ 
Think not too hardly of me when I'm we . 
But pity me-------- Had 1 but early known” © 
Thy wond'rous Worth, thou excellent young Min, © 
We had been happier both: Nowy tis too late, 

And yet my Eyes take Pleaſure to behold the. 
Thou art their laſt dear Object. Mercy, Heav'n! ¶ She dies. 

Alt. Cold! dead and cold] and yet thou art not chang d, 

But - lovely ſtill! Hadſt thou a thouſand Fauhs, 


What 


70 The Fain PEYITENT. 


' What Heart ſo hard, what Virtue fa ſevere, 

But at that Beauty muſt of force relented, 

Maked to-Pity,: Love, and to tenen | 

Sci. Oh! turn thee from that fatal Object; 233 
Come neir, and let me bleſs thee ere 1 die. 
To thee, and brave Horatio I bequeath 

My Fortunes . Lay me by thy noble Father, 

And love my Mematy as thou haſt done bis, 

For thou haſt been my San Ob! gracious Heat n! 
Thoy that haſt endlaſ Bleſſings iu in ore, * 

For Virtue, and far filial Piet, 

Let Grief, Diſgrace, and Want be far away, 

But multiply thy Mercies on bis Head ; | 

Let Honour, Greatneſs, Goodneſs ill be with him. 
And Face in all his Wes. 5 Tate d 


Ale, Take, take it all; 
To thee, Horatio, I the Gift, _ 
While I purſue my Father and my Lo. 
And find my aply Portian in the Grave, 
Na. Tbe Stam of Gtief bears hard upon his Youth,” 
And bends him like a drooping Flower to Earth. 
Raiſe him, and bear him in. [Altamont is carried . 
By ſuch Examples are we taught to prove, | 
The Sorrows that attend unlawful Love; 
Death, oe Rn on divide 
The igjurd Rridegroam guilty Eride: 
If you would have the Nuptial Union laſt, 
Las View Inno EE tf 1 
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Spoken by Wb te vs, who 
play d Loninia. 


Von f. thang 8 De, =} 


Dearly ſhe Fe Fe . e 
Nor could her Louiny bluhand 


Italian Ladies (gag hat {awruy. 8 

There's dreadſiu depling mt Boping ie! 
Thus tis, becauſe theſe Husbands are obey d 

By force of Laws, which for themſelves they made. 


dio Huh Tales of old Preſcriptions they confine 4 


The Right of Marriage-rule to their Male Line, 
And Huff, and Domineer, by = Divine. 


Had we the Pow'r, we know | 
What tis to fail in Duties - 
ag We'd teach the ſaunt ring Squire, who loves (\ 


Forgetful of his own dear Spouſe at Home, 
off Who Snores at Night ſupinely by her Side, 
'Twas not for this the Nuptial Knot was ty'd. 
The ploddmg > ad the Cit, 
Have learn'd 40 let this andere way Fun: 
Each ill-bred ſenſalaſi 15 „ — Pry l, 
| Ha: th' Impudenceteithink hi: Wife 8 Feel ; 
wes. He ſpends the Night, qyhere upqery Wage reſur, 
Hith joking Clubs, and Eig Port ; 
While ſhe poor Soul contented to reg 
By 4 ſad Sta-coal Fire, with Wigs and 4. 


2 Y v5 
F : 
— 

- 


4 
** 


EPILOGUE 


ell the Cuckold making Tribe find Grace, 3 4 
Auf en ae Wa ee 1 
If you wou d e er bring Conſtancy in Faſbivn, N 
Tun Men muſt firſt begin the Reformation. 
Then ſhall the golden Age of Love return,” 
1 No Turtle for 2 wand ring Mate ſhall mourn, 
4 No foreign Charms ſhall cauſe Domeſtick Strife, 
ö n 1 

illis ſhall not be to the Country ſent. nog? 
ivy Clonivald W3haiy 1 tees — 8 
Lampoons ſhall ceaſe, and envious Scandal di, 
And all ſhall Irve in Peace, like my good Man and I. | 
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Ma of Your Char 
radler can no more Pre- 
vent a Dedication, than 
he 1 wou'd encourage one; for Mes 
rit, like a Virgin's Bluſhes, is ſtill 
moſt diſcver'd, when it labours 
moſt to be conceal'd. 2 

A 3 Tis 


"Dedicition. 


is hard, that to think well of 
Tou, ſhoud be but Juſtice, and to 
rell You ſo, ſhou'd be an Offence: 
Thus rather than violate Your Mo- 
defty, I muſt be wanting to your 
other Virtues; and to gratify One 
good Duality „ do wrong to a 
Thouſand. 

The World generally meaſures 
our Eſteem by: the Ardour of our 
Pretences ; and will ſcarce believe 
that ſo much Zeal in the Heart, 
can be conſiſtent wth ſo much 
Famineſs in the Expreſſions ; but 
when they reſlect on Tour Reæadi- 
neſs to do Good, and Your Induſtry 
to hide it; on Your Paſſion to ob- 
lige, and Your Pain to hear it 
| ou; 


"Dedication: 


und; They ll conclude, that. A. 
kuowledgments wou be Ungrate- 
ful io a Perſon, who en ſeems to 
receive the Obligations he confers. 
Bur the I ſhud perſuade my 
felf i to be Jo lent upon all Occaſions ; 
thoſe more Polite Arts, which, till 
of late, have Languiſh'd * De- 
cayd, wou d appear under their 
preſent Advantages, and own T 
for one of their generous Reſtorers: 
Inſomuch, that Sculpture now" 
Breaths, Paiming Speaks, Muſick 
Raviſhes ; and as You help to re- 
fine Our Taſte, You diſtinguiſh Your 
Your Approbation of this Poem, 
is the only Exception to the Opinion 
a A 4 — "- 


Dedicition. 


the 2 orld has of Your Jace 

that ought to reliſh nothing fo 3 

as what You write Tau ſelf: But 
You are reſol#d to forget to be a 
Craick, by remembring Tru area | - 
Hons.” To ſay more, word e 
wneaſie io You; and 10 fay 1 

ol d be unjuſt in 


4 3 


Your Humble Servant; 


SINCE this following Poem in 
a manner ſtole into the World, 
> I cou'd not be ſurpriz'd to find 

it uncorre@: Tho' I can no 
more ſay I was a Stranger to its 
coming abroad, than thar I approv'd of the 
| Publiſher's Precipitation in doing it: For 

2 a Hurry in the Execution, generally pro- 
duces a Leiſure in Reflection; ſo when we 
run the faſteſt, we ſtumble the oſtneſt. 
However, the Errors of the Printer have 
not been greater than the Candor of the 
Reader: And if I could but ſay the ſame 
1 of the Defects of the Author, he'd need 
no . Juſtification againſt the Cavils of ſome 

furious Criticks, who, I am ſure, wou'd 

have been better pleas'd if they had -met 

with more Faults. _ 

E A 5 Their 


Die PREFACE. 
Their Grand Objection is, That the Fury 
Diſeaſe. is an improper Machine to recite 
Characters, and recommend the Example 
of preſent Writers: But tho' I had the 
Authority of ſome Greek and Latin Poets, 
upon parallel Inſtances, to juſtifie the De- 
ſign; yet that I might not introduce any 
thing that ſeem'd inconſiſtent or hard, I 
ſtarred this Objection my ſelf, to a Gentle- 
man, very remarkable in this fort of Crit 
ciſm, who won'd by no means allow that 
the Contrivance was forc'd, or the Con- 
duct incongruous. 5 


Diſeaſe is repreſented a Fury as well as 
Envy: She is imagin'd to be forc'd by an 
Incantation from her Receſs; and to be 
reveng'd on the Exorciſt, mortifies him 
with an Introduction of ſeveral Perſons 
eminent inan Accompliſhment he has made 
ſome Advances in. 


Nor is the Compliment leſs to any Great 
Genius mention'd there; ſince a very Fiend, 
who naturally repines at any Excellency, 
is forc'd to confels how happily They've 
all ſucceeded. | 


ö Their next Objection is, That I have 
imitated the Lutrin of Monſieur Boileau. : 
4 3 1 mu 
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The PREFACE. 


muſt-own I am proud of the Imputation z 
unleſs their Quarrel be, That I have- not 
done it enough: But he that will give 
himſelf the trouble of examining, will find 
I have copy'd him in nothing but in two 
or three Lines in the Complaint of Meleſſe, 
Canto II. and in one in his Firſt Canto; the 
ſenſe of which Line is entirely his, and I cou'd 
wiſh it were not the only good One in mine. 


I have ſpoke to the moſt material Obje- 
ctions I have heard of, and ſhall tell theſe 
Gentlemen, That for every Fault they pre- 
tend to find in this Poem, I'll undertake to 
ſhew them two. One of theſe curious 
Perſons does me the Honour to fay, He 
approves of the Conclufion of it; but E 
ſuppoſe tis upon no other Reaſon, but be- 
cauſe 'tis the Concluſion. However, 1 
ſhou'd not be much concern'd not to be 
thou -o 8 __ Amuſement I _ 
very little practis'd hitherto, nor a 
ever ſhall again. Q | 1 


Reputation of this Sort is very hard to 
be got, and very eaſie to be loſt; its Pur- 
ſuit is painful, and its Poſſeſſion unfruitful; 
Nor had I ever attempted any thing in this 
kind, till finding the Animoſities among 
the Members of the College of Phyſicians in- 
75 | N crealing 


creaſing daily (notwithſtanding the frequent 
Exhorindon, 0 our Worthy Preſident to 
the contrary) I was perſuaded to attempt 
ſomething of this Nature, and to endeavour 
to Railly ſome of our diſaffected Members 
into a Senſe of their Duty, who have hi- 
therto moſt obſtinately oppos'd all manner 
of Union; and have continu'd ſo unreaſo- 
nably refractory, that twas thought fit by 
the College, to reinforce the Obſervance 
of the Statutes by a Bond, which ſome of 
them wou'd not comply with, tho' none 
of em had refus'd the Ceremony of the 
cuſtomary Oath like fome that will truſt 
their Wives with any Body, but their Money 
with none. I was ſorry to find there cou'd 
be any Conſtitution that was not to be cur'd 
without Poiſon, and that there ſhou'd be a 
1 of effecting it by a leſs grateful 
Method than Reaſon and Perſuaſion. pe 


The Original of this Difference has been in 
of ſome Standing, tho' it did not break out W 
to Fury and Exceſs till thetime of EreQing * 
the Diſpenſary, being an Apartment in the re 
College ſet up for the Relief of the Sick 0 
Poor, and manag'd ever fince with an In- n 
WS — — and Diſintereſt ſuitable to ſo Chari- 0 
table a Deſign, 


0 
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It 


The PREFACE. 

If any Perſon wou'd be more fully in- 
form'd about the Particulars of ſo Pious a 
Work, I refer him to a Treatiſe ſer forth 
by the Authority of the Preſident and Cen» 
ſors, in the Year 97. Tis calld, 4 fort 
Account of the Proceedings of the College of 
Phyſicians, London, in relation to the Sick 
Poor. The Reader may there not only be 
inform'd of the Riſe and Progreſs of this 
ſo Publick an Undertaking, bur alſo of the 
Concurrence and Encouragement it met 
with from the Moſt, as well as the moſt 
Ancient Members of the Society, notwith- 
ſtanding the vigorous Oppoſition of a few 
Men, who thought it their Intereſt to de- 
feat ſo laudable a Deſign. 2 K 


The Intention of this Preface is not to 
perſuade Mankind to enter into our Quar- 
rels, but to vindicate the Author from be- 
ing cenſur'd of taking any indecent Liberty 
with a Faculty he has the Honour to be a 
Member of. If the Satyr may appear di- 
rected at any particular Perſon, tis at ſuch 
only as are preſum'd to be engag'd in Diſho- 
nourable Confederacies for mean and mer- 
cenary Ends, againſt the Dignity of their 
own Profeſſion. But if there be no ſuch, 
then theſe Characters are but Wr 


The PREFACE. 
and by conſequence ought to give no Bodi: 
Offence. rg tg 20 - 


The Deſcription of the Battel is ground- 
ed upon a Feud that happen'd in the Di 
ſpen/ary, berwixt a Member of the College 
with his Retinue, and ſome of the Servant; 
that attended there to diſpenſe the Medi- 
cines; and is ſo far real; tho' the Poetica 
Relation be fictitious. I hope no Body 
will think the Author too undecently re- 
flecting thro' the whole, who being too 
liable to Faults himſelf, ought to be' leſs 
ſevere upon the Miſcarriages ef othen 
There is a Character in this trivial-Perfor- 
mance, which the Town, I find, applies 
to a particular Perſon: Tis a Reflection 
which J ſhou'd be ſorry ſhou'd give Of- 
fence; bcing no more than -what may be 
ſaid of any Phyſician remarkable for muck 
Practice. The killing of numbers of Pa. 
tients is ſo trite a Piece of Raillery, that it 
- ought not to make the leaſt Impreſſion ei. 
ther upon the Reader, or the Perſon 'tis 
apply'd roz being one that I think in my 

onſcience a very able Phyſician, as well 
as a Gentleman of extraordinary Learning, 
If I am hard upon any one, 'tis my Reader: 
Bur ſome Worthy Gentlemen, as remark- 
able for their Humanity as their Extraordi- 
bs | nary 


The PREFA CE. 


odyfffeary Parts, have taken care to make him 
amends for it, by prefixing ſomething of 
heir own. | | 


I confeſs thofe Ingenious Gentlemen have 
done me a great Honour; but while they 
deſign an imaginary Panegyrick upon me, 
hey have made a real one upon Them- 
elves; and by ſaying how much this ſmall 
Performance exceeds ſome others, They 
convince the World how far it falls ſhort 
of Theirs. 


* 


* — 
—— 


11 


»— _—_— 


* 0 


The Copy of an Inſtrument Subſcribed by 

the Preſident, Cenſor, moſt of the E. 

: les, Senior Fellows, Candidates, &. 

of the College of Phyſicians, in relation 
to the Sick Poor. | 


BZ 2 


bY ts the ſeveral Orders of the College 
of Phyſicians, London, for preſcribing 
Medicines gratis to the Poor Sick of the Cities 
of London and Weſtminſter, and Parts ad- 
gacent, as alſo the Propoſals made by the ſaid 
College to the Lord Mayor, Court of Aldermen 
and Common Council of London, in purſuance 
thereof, have hitherto been ineffeftual, for that 
no Method hath. been taken to furniſh the Poor 
with Medicines for their Cure at low and rea- 
 ſonable Rates; we therefore whoſe Names are 
here unger-written, Fellows or Members of the 
ſaid College, leiug willing effetuaily to pro- 
mote ſo great 4 Charity, by the Counſel and 

good Liking of the Prefident and College decla- 
red in their Comitia, hereby (to wit, each of 
us ſeverally and apart, and not the one for the 
other of us) do oblige our ſelves to pay to 
Dr. Thomas Burwell, Fellow and Ele of the 
ſaid College, the Sum of Ten Pounds a-piece of 
Lawful Money of England, by ſuch Propor- 
tions, and at ſuch Times, as to the major Part 
of the Subſcribers here ſhall ſeem moſs conve- 
ment : 


:: Which Money when recei ved by the ſaid 
Dr. Thomas Burwell, is to be by bim expen- 
| b ded in preparing and delivering Medicines tothe 
Poor at their imrinſict Value, in ſuch Man- 
E. ner, and at ſuch Times, and by ſuch Orders 
G and Directions, as by the major Part of the 
100 i Subſcribers bereto ſball in Writing be bereaf- 
ter appointed and directed for that Purpoſe. In 
_ I Fitneſs whereof we have hereunto ſet our Hands 
lege i and Seals this Twenty Second Day of Decem- 
mms WF ber, 1988 


„ Tho.Millingron, Pre- Dan. Coxe. 

i 

* ſes. Henry Sampſon. 

ce Tho. Burwell, Elect Thomas Gibſon. 
and Cenſor. Charles Goodall. 


„ Sam. Collins, Eke. Edm. King 

or | 

. Ew. Browne, Ele#. Sam. Garth. 

hs Rich. Torleſs, Elect Barnh. Soame. 

7 and Cenſor. Denton Nicholas. 

„. Ed. Hulſe, Elec. Joſeph Gaylard. 
Tho. Gill, Cenſor. John Woollaſton. 


5 Will. Dawes, Cenſor. Steph. Hunt. 

f Jo. Hutton. Oliver Horſeman. 

b Rob. Brady. Rich. Morton, Jun. 
Hans Sloane. David Hamilton. 

s Rich. Morton. Hen. Morelli. 

f John Hawys. Walter Harris. 

: Ch. Harel. William Briggs, 
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W. Cockburn, John Wright. 
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The Deſign of Printing the Subſcribers 
Names, is to ſhew, that the late Underta- 
king has the Sanction of a College Act; 
and that tis not a Project carried on by 
Five or Six Members, as thoſe that oppoſe 
it would unjuſtly infinuate. 
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To Dr. Gr, upon the Diſpenſary. 


0% that ſome Genius, whoſe Poetick Vein 
ke M —— gue's cou d 4 juſt Piece ſuſtain, 

eu d fearch the Græcian and the Latin Store, 

And thence preſent thee with the pureſt Oar : 

In laſing Numbers praiſe thy whole Deſign, 
ers And Manly Beauty of each Nervous Line: 
ta- Show how your pointed Satyr's Sterling Wit 
t; Does only Knaves, or formal Blockheads hit; 
by Who're gravely Dull, inſipidly Serenè, 
le Ad carry all their Wiſdom in their Mein. 
Whom thus expos d, thus ſtrip d of their Diſguiſe, 
None will again Admire, moſt will Deſpiſe. 
Show in what Noble Verſe Naſſau you ſang, 
How ſuch a Poets worthy ſuch a King. | 
When 8 f Charming Eloquence your Praiſe, \ 
How loftily your tuneful Voice you raiſe ! 
But my poor feeble Muſe is as unfit . 
To Praiſe, as Imitate what you have writ. 


2 Artiſts alone ſhow'd venture to Commend 
What D s can't Condemn, nor D n Mend: 
What muſt, writ with that Fire and with that Eaſe, 
The Beaux, the Ladies and the Criticks pleaſe. 
; && 
0 
C. BoYLE. 
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TO MY cer 


Tarrxd the 12 H OR. 
Defiring my 


Opinion of his PO E M. 


SK me not, Friend, what I Approve or Blame; 
Perhaps 1 know not why 1 Like, or Damn ; 

In can be Pleas'd; and 1 dare own I am. 

I read Thee over with a Lover's Eye; 

Thou haſt no Faults, or I no Faults can ſiy ; 

Thou art all Beauty, or all Blindneſs J. 

Criticks and aged Beaux of Fancy chaſte, 

Who ne er had Fire, or elſe whoſe Fire is paſt, . 

Muſt judge by Rules what they want Force to-Taſte.. 

IT wou'd a Poet, like a Miſtreſs, try, 

Not by her Hair, her Hand, her Noſe, her Eye; 

But by ſome Nameleſs Pow'r, to give me Fey | 

The Nymph has G n's, C's, C——Vs Charms, 

If with reſiſtleſs Fires my Soul ſhe warms, 

With Balm upon her Lips, and Raptures in her Arms. 

Such is thy Genius, and ſuch Art is thine, 

Some ſecret Magick works is ev'ry Line; 

Wa judge not, but we feel the Pow'r Divine. 

Where all is Fuſt, is Beauteous; and is Fair, 

Diſtinctions vaniſh of peculiar Air. 
Taft in our Pleaſure, we enjoy in you 
Lucretius, Horace, S——d, M—gue, 
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And yet 'ris thought, ſame Cridicks is this W 5 


' By Rules to all, bur to themſelves, anknown, - 

ill Damn thy Verſe, and Fuſtifit their own. 

Why, let them Damn: There it not wondrous hard 
Facetious Ni and the City B. 

So near ally d in Learning, Wit, and Skill, | 
Shou d not have leave to Fudge, as well as Kill? 
Nay, let them write; Let them their Forces joins 
And hope the Motly Piece may rival thine. 

Safely deſpiſe their Malice, and their Toil, = 
Which Vulgar Ears alone will reach, and will defile; 
Be it thy Gen rous Pride to pleaſe the Bel, 
Whoſe Fudgment, and whoſe Friendſhip is 4 Teft. 
With Learned H they healing Cares be join d. : 


Search thoughtful Re to his inmoſt Mind: 
Unite, reſtore your Arts, und fave Mankind. 
Whilſt all the buſie ls ef the Town 
Envy our Health, and pine away their own, | 
hene er thou would /f a Tempting Muſe engage, > 
Fudicious W——h can beſt direct her Rage. 
To S—4$, and to Dt too ſubmit, 

And let their Stamp Immortalixs thy Wit. P 
Conſenting Phoebus bows, if they Approve, 

And Ranks thee with thi foremoſt Bards ae U 
Whilf theſe of Right the Deathloſe Lawrel ſand, | 

Be it my Humble Bus neſs to Commend 
The faithful, honeſt Man, and the well-natur d Friend, 
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To my Friend Dr. G— 4, the Au- 


thor of the Diſpenſary. 


T2 Praiſe your Healing Art would be in vain; 


The Health von give, prevents the Poet's Pen. | 


Sufficiently conferm'd is your Renown, 

And I but fill the Chorus of the Town, 

That let me wave, and only now admire 

The dazling Rays of your Poetick Fire: 

Which its diffuſroe Virtus does diſpenſe, 
Is flowing Verſe, and elevated Senſe. 


The Town, which long bas fwnllw'd fooliſh Verſes 
Which Poetafters every where rehearſe ; 
Will mend their Fudgment now, refine their Taſte, 
And gather up th Applauſe they threw in waſte. 
' The Play-Houſe ſhan't Encourage falſe Sublime, 
Abortirve Thoughts, with TIE Ree, ne 


The Satyr of Vile Scriblers ſhall appear 
On none, except upon themſelves, ſevere : | 
, While yours contenm: the Gall of Vulgar Spight;” 
E in. enter Nr 
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TO MY 15 I" 


FRIEN D, 


UPON THE 


DISPENS ART. 


A of the Northern Zane 
Find the Approach of the Revolving Sun, 

Plast d and reviv'd, They ſee the new-born Light, 
and dread no more Eternity of Night: 


Thus We, who lately, as of Summer's Heat, 
Heve felt a Dearth of Poetry and Wit; 
Orce fear d. Apollo wou d return no more 
From warmer Climes to an ungrateful Shore. 
But Tou, the Fawirits of the Tuneſul Nine, 
Have made the Gad in his full Lare ſhine; 
Our Night have chem d into a gleriows Days 
And reach'd Perfection in your f Eſſay: 
bo the young Eagle that his Force mould try, 
Faces the Sun, and tow'rs is to the Shy. 


Others proceed to Art by flow Degrees, 
dum at feſt, as length they faintly pleaſe. 
And mil whate er their firſt Efforts produce 
Is an Abortive, or an Infant Muſe, 


WIR yours, like Pallas from the Head of Jove, 

Steps out full grown, with nobleſt Pace to move, 

What ancient Poets to their Subject owe, 

Is here inverted, and this owes to you: 

Tou found it Little, but have made it Great: 
They could Deſcribe, but you alone Create. 


Now let your Muſe riſe with Expanded Wings; 
To ſing the Fate of Empires, and of Kings; 
Great WIL LA NL Vidories ſhell next rehearſe, 


And raiſe 4 Trophy of Immortal Verſe: | & * 
Thus to your Art proportion the Deſign, = fo ET 


And Mighty Things with Mighty Numbers join, 
Second Namur, or 4 Future Boyne, 


H. BLOUNT. 
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CANTO I. 


COS PEAK, Goddeſs! fince tis Thou that beſt 

3 ' canſt tell, 

| 7 How ancient Leagues to modern Diſcord 
fell; 

And why Phyſicians were ſo cautious grown 

Of Others Lives, and laviſh of their Ownz 

How by a Journey to th Ehhſian Plain 

Peace triumph'd, and old Time return'd again. 


Not far from that moſt celebrated Place, 
Where angry “ juſtice ſhews her awful Face; 
Where little Villains muſt ſubmit to Fate, 
That great Ones may enjoy the World in State; 
There ſtands a+ Dome, Majeſtick to the Sight, 
And ſumptuous Arches bear its oval Reightz _ 


* Old Baily, © 1 College of Phyſicians, 
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4 Tie -DiSPENSARY. 
Scetns, to the dittant Sight, a gilded Pill: 
This Pile was, by the Pious Parlon's Aim, 
Rais d for a Uſe as Noble as its Frame: 

Nor did the Learn'd Society decline 
The Propagation of that great Deſign; 

In all her Mazes, Nature's Face they view'd, 
And as ſhe diſappear d, their Search purſu'd. 
Wrapt in the Shades of Night the Goddeſs lyes, . 


Yet to the Learn'd unveils her dark Diſguiſe, 
But ſhuns the groſs Acceſs of vulgar Eyes. 
| 
| Now ſhe unfolds the faint, and dawning Strife 
Of infant Atoms kindling into Life: 
How ductile Matter new Meanders takes, 

And lender Trains of twiſting Fibres makes. 
And how the Viſcous ſeeks a cloſer Tone, 
By juſf degrees to barden into Bone; 

While the more Looſe flow from the vital Urn, 

- And in full Tides of Purple Streams return; 
How lambent Flames from Life's bright Lamp ariſe, 
And dort in Emanatioas through the Eyes; | 
How from each Sluice a gentle Torrent pours, 
To flake a feav'riſh Heat with ambient Show'rs. 
Whence, their Mechanick Pow'rs, the Spirits claim; 
How great their Force, how delicate their Frame: 
How the ſame Nerves are faſhion'd to ſuſtain 
The greateſt Pleaſure and the greateſt Pain. 
Why bileous Juice a Golden Light puts on, 
And Floods of Chyle in Silver Currents run. 
How the dim Speck of Entity began 

T. extend its recent Form, and ſtretch to Man. 
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ICamre'h' 
To how minute an Origin we owe 

Young Ammon, Ceſar, and the Great Naſſau. 
Why paler Looks impetuous Rage prechim.,. 
And why chill Virgins redden into Flame. 
Why Envy oft transforms with wan Diſguiſe, 
And why gay Mirth fits ſmiling in the Eyes. 
All Ice why Lacrece, or Sempronia, Fire, 
Whence Milos Vigour at Olympick's ſhown, 
Whence Tropes to . or Impudence to S—— . 
How Matter, by the vary'd ſhape of Pores, 
Or Idiots frames, or folemn Senators. 


Hence tis we wait the-wond'rous Cauſe to find, 
How Body acts upon impaſſive Mind: 
How Fumes of Wine the thinking Part can fire 
Paſt. Hopes revive, and preſent Joys inſpire: 
Why our Complexions oft our Soul declare, 
And how the Paſſions in the Features are: 
How Touch and Harmony ariſe between 
Corporeal Figure, and a Form unſeen; 
How quick their Faculties the Limbs fulfil,. 
And a& at ev'ry Summons of the Will. 
With mighty Truths, myſterious to-deſcry;. 
Which in the Womb of diſtant Cauſes lye. 


But n now no grand Enquiries are deſery'd; | 
Mean Faction reigns, where Knowledge ſhou d preſide, 
Feuds are encreas d, and Learning laid afide, 
Thus Synods oft, Concern for Faith conceal; 
And for important Nothings ſhow a Zeal: 


6 The Drs PENSARY. 

The drooping Sciences neglected pine 
And Pœan's Beams with fading Luſtre ſhine. 

No Readers here with Hectick Looks are found, 

Our Eyes in Rheum, thro' midnighte-watching, crown d 
The lonely Edifice in Sweats complains | 
That nothing there but ſullen Silence reigns. 


This Place ſo fit for undiſturb'd Repoſe, 
The God of Sloth for his 4/ylum choſe. 
Upon a-Couch of Down in theſe Abodes, 
Supine with folded Arms he thoughtleſs nod 
Indulging Dreams his Godhead lull to Eaſe, —__ 
With Murmurs of ſoft Rills, and whiſp'ring Trees, 
The Poppy and each numbing Plant diſpenſe 
Their drowzy Virtue, and dull Indolence, 
No Paſſions interrupt his eaſie Reign, 
No Problems puꝛzle his Lethargick Brain, 
But dark Oblivion guards his peaceful Bed, 
And lazy Fogs hang ling'ring o'er his Head, 


As at full Length the pamper'd Monarch lay 
Batt'ning in Eaſe, and flumb'ring Life away: 
A ſpitctul Noiſe his downy Chains unties, 
Haſtes forward,. and encreaſes as it flies, 


Firſt, ſome to clears the fiubborn · Flint engage, 
Till urg'd by Blows, it ſparkles into Rage: | 
Some temper Lute, ſome ſpacious Veſſels move; 
Theſe Furnaces ere, and Thoſe approve. 


* The Building of the Diſpenſary. 
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| CAN TO II. 7 
Here Phyals in nice Diſcipline are ſet, 
There Gally-pots are rang'd in Alphabet. 
In this place, Magazines of Pills you ſpy; 
In that, like Forage». Herbs in Bundles lye.. 
While lifted Peſtles brandiſh'd in the Air 
Deſcend in Peals,. and Civil Wars declare. 
Loud Stroaks, with pounding Spice, the Fabrick rend;. 
And Aromatick Clouds in Spires aſcend. 


So when the Cyclops o'er their Anvils ſweat, 
And ſwelling Sinews ecchoing Blows repeat; 
From the Volcano's groſs Eruptions riſe, 

And curling Sheets of Smoke obſcure the Skies. 


The ſlumb ring God, amaz'd at this new Din: 
Thrice ſtrove to riſe, and thrice ſunk down agen. 
Liſtleſs he ftretch'd, and gaping rubb d bis Eyes, 
Then falter'd thus betwixt half Words and Sighs. 


How impotent a Deity am I! 
With Godhead born, but curs'd, that cannot diet 
Thro' my Indulgence, Mortals hourly ſhare 
A grateful Negligence, and Eaſe from Care. 
Lulld in my Arms, how long have I with-held: 
The Northern Monarchs from the duſty Field, 
How have I kept the Britiſh Fleet at Eaſe, 
From tempting the rough Dangers of the Seas. 
Hibernia ovens the Mildneſs of my Reign, 
And my Divinity's ador'd in Spain, 
I Swains to Sylvan Solitudes convey, 
Where ſtretch'd on Moſly Beds, they waſte away; 
In gentle Joys the Night, in Vows the Day, 


B 4 What 


8 The Diopunany. 


What Marks of wondrous Clemeney I've Dow i = BL 
Some Rev'rend Worthies of the Gown can own. By 
Triumphant Plenty, with a chearful Grace, Hi 
Basks in their Eyes, and ſparkles in their Face. Ar 
How ſleek their Looks, how goodly is their Miew f 7 

- When big they ſtrut behind a double Chin, A 
Each Faculty in Blandiſhments they lull, | 


Aſpiring to be venerably dull. 
No learn'd Debates moleſt their downy Trance, 
Or diſcompoſe their Pompous Ignorance: 
But undifturb'd, they loiter Life away, 
So wither Green, and bloſſom in Decay. 
Deep ſunk in Down, they, by my gentle Care, 
Avoid th Inclemencies of Morning Air, : 
And leave to tatter'd ® Crape the Drodgry of Pro 


Urim was civil, and not void of Senſe, 
Had Humour, and a courteous Confidence. 

So ſpruce he moves, ſo gracefully he cocks; 
The hallow'd Roſe declares him Orthodox. 
He paſs'd his eaſie Hours, inſtead of Pray r, 
In Madrigals, and Philliſing the Fair. 
Conftant at Feaſts, and each Decorum knew ; 
And ſoon as the Deſſert appear'd, withdrew, 
Always obliging and without Offence, 

And fancy'd for his gay Impertinence. 

But ſee how ill miſtaken Parts ſucceed; 

He threw off my Dominion, and would read; 
ad in Controverſie, wrangled well ; 


n Convocation-Language cou d excel, 4 
* See Beil. Las. 
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Canro l. 
In Volumes-prov'd the Church without Defence, 
By nothing guarded but by Providence: 

How Grace and Moderation diſagree; 

And Violence advances Charity. 


Thus writ till . 
A wretched Scribler, of a rare Buffoon. 


Mankind my fond propitious Pov yr hes try'd, - 
Too oft to own, too much to be deny d. 
And all I ask are Shades and ſilent Bow'rs, 
To paſs in ſoft Forgetfulneſ my Hours, 
Oft have my Fears ſome diſtant Villa choſe, 
O'er their Quietus where fat Judges doſe, 
And lull their Cough and Conſcience to repoſe: 
Or if ſome Cloyſter's Refuge I implore. 
Where holy Drones o'er dying Tapers ſnore: 
The Peals of * Naſſau's Arms theſe Eyes uncloſe, 
Mine he moleſts, to give the World Repoſe. 
That Eaſe I offer with Contempt He flies, 
His Couch a Trench, his Canopy the Skies. 
Nor Climes nor Seaſons his Reſolves controul, 
Th' Aquator has no Heat, no Ice the Pole. 
With Arms refiſtleſs o'er the Globe he flies, 
And leaves to Fove the Empire o the Skies, 


But as the ſlothful God to yawn begun, 
He ſhook off the dull Miſt, and thus went on. 


*T'was in this rev rend Dome I ſought-Repoſe, 
Theſe Walls were that 4/jim I had choſe, 


J Bil. Lnt. 
By 
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Here have I rubd long undiſturb'd with Broils, 
And laugh'd at Heroes, and their glorious Toils. 
My Annals are in mouldy Mildews wrought, 
With eaſie Infignificanceof Thought. 

But now ſame buſie, enterprizing Brain 

Invents new Fancies to renew my Pain, 

And labours to diſſolve my eaſie Reign. 


With that, the God his darling Phantom calls, 
And from his falt'ring Lips this Meſſage falls: 


2 
8 


Since Mortals will diſpute my Power, Ill try 


Who has the greateſt Empire, they or I. 

Find Envy out, ſome Prince's Court attend. 
Moſt likely there you'il meet the famiſh'd. Fiend. 
Or where dull Criticks Author's Fate foretell ; - 


Among the Homicides of Warwick-Lane 
And what th' Event, unleſs the ſtrait enclines 
To blaſt their Hopes, and baffle their Deſigns. 


More he had ſpoke, but ſudden Vapours riſe, 
And with their ſilken Cords tie down his Eyes, 


| Or where ſtake Maids or meager Eunuchs dwell. 
Tell the Bleak Fury what new Projects reign, 
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77 And Winds lay buſk'd —— 
Wulst ſick ning Plowers drink r 
ever Dew, 
And Beaus, for ſome Aſſembly, dreſs mew 3 
The City Saints to Pray'rs and Play-houſe haſtez. 
The Rich to Dinner; and the Poor to Reſt: 
Officious Phantom then prepar'd with Care 
To ſlide on tender Pinions through the Air. 
Oft he attempts the Summit of a Rock, 
And oft the Hollow of ſome blaſted Oak; 
At length approaching where bleak Envy lays 
The hiſſing of her Snakes proclaim'd the way. 


Beneath the gloomy Covert of an Lew, 
| That taints the Graſs with ſickly Sweats of Dews * 
7 V 


"+. Im Dis PENSARY; - 
No verdant Beauty entertains the Sight, 
But baneful Hemlock, and cold Aconite; 

Inu a dark Grott the baleful Haggard lay, | 
- Breathing black Vengeance, and infecting Day; 
But how deform'd, and worn with ſpightful Woes, 
When Accins has applauſe, Dorſennus ſhows. 

The cheertul Blood her meager Cheeks forſook, 
And Baſilisks fat Brooding in her Look; 

A bald and bloated Toad-ſtool rais'd her Head; 
The Plumes of boding Ravens were her Bed: 
From her chapp*d Noſtrils ſcalding Torrents fall, 
And her ſunk Eyes boil o'er in Floods of Gall. 
pPolrano' labour thus with inward Paint, 

Whiiſt Seas of melted Ore lay waſte.the Plains, 


Around the Fiend in hideous Order ſate 
Foul bawling Infamy, and bold Debate: 
Gruff Diſcontent; thro? Ignorance miſ- led. 
And clam'rous Faction at her Party's Head: f 
Reſtleſs Sedition ſtill diſſe bling Fear, 
And fly Hy pocriſie with Pious Leer.“ 4 


Glouting with ſullen Spight the Fury ſhook. 

| Her clotter d Locks, and blaſted with each Look, 
Then tore with. canker'd Teeth the pregnant Scrolls) 
Where Fame the Acts of Demi - Gods enrolls, 

And as the rent Records in pieces fell, 

Each Scrap did ſome Immortal Action tell. 


| This-how'd, how fir d as Fate Torquarus ſtood}, 
That, the fam'd Paſſage of the wann 
eee 


CAN TO II. 


The Julien Eagles, here, their Wings diſplay; - 


And there, like ſetting Stars, the Decii ly; 
This does Camillus as a God extol, 

That points at Manlius in the Capitol 

How Cochles did the — 

How Curtius plung d into the gaping Grave. 


Great Cyrus, here, the Medes and Perſians joins 5 
And, there, th' immortal Battle of the Ben. 


As the light Meſſenger the Fury ſpy'd, 
Awhile his crudling Blood forgot to glide: 
Confuſion on his fainting Vitals hung, 

And falt'ring Accents flutter'd on his Tongue, 
At length, aſſuming Courage, he convey d 
His Errand, then he ſhruok into a. Shade. 


The Hag lay long revolving what might be 
The bleſt Event of ſuch an Embaſſie: | 
Then blazons in dread Smiles her hideous Forms 
So Light'ning gilds the unrelenting Storm. 

Thus ſhe—— Mankind are bleſt; they riot ſtill 
Unbounded in Exorbitance of Ill. 

By Devaſtation the rough Warrior gains, 

And Farmers farten moſt when Famine reigns; 
For ſickly Seaſons the Phyſicians wait, 

And Politicians thrive in Broils of State; 

The Lover's eaſie when the Fair One fighs, 
And Gods ſubſiſt not but by Sacrifice, 


Exch other Being ſome Indulgence knows; 
Few we my Joys, but infinite my Woes, 
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My preſent Pain Brizaunis's Genius wills. 1 
And thus the Fates record my future Ills. 80 { 
, Ony 
A Heroine ſhall Als Scepter bear; Whi 
With Arms ſhall vanquith Earth, and Heav'a with Pray's, And 
She on the World ber Clemency ſhall ſhow'r, . For 
And only to Preſerve, exert her Pow'r. | 
Tyrants ſhall then their impious Ajms forbear, T 
And Blenheim's Thunder, more than Z2na's fear. And 
| | By 1 
Since by no Arts I therefore can deſeat Wt, * 
The happy Enterprizes of the Great, | Hoy 
I'll calmly ſtoop to more inferior Things; AD 
And try if my loy'd Snakes have Teeth or Stingse It c 
She ſaid;: and ſtrait ſhrill Colon's Perſon took. ny: 
In Morals looſe, but moſt preciſe in Look. uo 
' Black-Fryars Annals lately pleas d to call 
Him Warden of Apothecaries-Hall.. : 8 
And, when ſo dignify d, did not forbear To 
That Operation which the Learn'd declare : And 
| Gives Cholicks eaſe, and makes the Ladies fair: The 
In trifling Show his Tinſel Talent lies, 
And Form the want of Intellects ſupplies. L 
In Aſpect grand and goodly He appears, . Bold 
Rever'd as Patriarchs in primæval Years. His 
Hourly his Learn'd Impertinence affords. | Wir 
A barren Superfluity of Words, 
The Patient's Ears remorſeleſs he aſſails, H 
Murthers with Jargon where his Med'cine fails, x And 
= In Atna were. ſergd the Thunderbolts which, Jove empley'd . 
| Againſt the Ambition of the Giants, 
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Canro I. 17 
The Fury thus aſſuming Colon's Grace; 
80 flung her Arms, {6 ſhuffl'd in her Pace. 
Onward ſhe haſtens to the fam'd Abodes, 
Where Horoſcope invokes th' infernal Godsz 
And reach'd the Manſion where the Vulgar rum 
For Ruin throng, and pay to be undone. 


This Viſonarie various Projects tries, 

And knows, that to be Rich is to be Wiſe, We 
By uſeful Obſervstions he can tell 

we cred Charms char is true Sterling dwell. 

no Gold makes a Pavricien of à Slave, 

A Dwarf n Alan, a Therſites brave. 

It cancels all Dete&s, and in their Place 

Finds Senſe in 17, Charms in Lady G -nm—__— 

It guides the Fancy, and direQs the Mind 5 

No Bankrupt ever found à Fair One kind. 


So truly Horoſcope its Virtue knows, 
To this loy'd Idol tis, alone, he bows 3 
5 And fancies ſuch bright Heraldry enn prove, 
The vile Plebeian but the third from Fove, 


Long has he been of that amphibious Fry; 
Bold to Preſcribe, and buſie to Apply. 
His Shop the gazing Vulgar's Eyes employs 
With Foreign Trinkets, and Domeſtick Toys. 


Here Mummies lay moſt reverendly ſtale, 
| And there, the Tortoiſe hung her Coat of Mail; © 
wh Not far from ſome huge Shark's devouring Head: 
The flying Fiſh their finny Pinions ſpread. 
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Aloft in Rows large Poppy Heads were ſtrung- You 
And near, a ſcaly Alligator hung. In C 
In this Place, Drugs in muſty Heaps decay'd, Co) 
In that, dry d Bladders, and drawn Teeth were laid, oy 

An inner Room receives the numerous Shoals; or 
Of ſuch as pay to be reputed Fools. N 
Globes ſtand by Globes, Volumes-on Velumes lye, . 

And Planetary Schemes amuſe the Eye. And 
The Sage, in Velvet Chair, here lolls at Eaſe;. 1 
To promiſe future Health for preſent Fees, On 
And what the Stars know nothing of, foretels;. a. 

a ) 

One asks how ſoon Panthes may be won, Anc 
And longs to feel the Marriage Fetters on, Wh 
Others, convinc'd by melancholy Proof, S ul 
Enquire when courteous Fates will ſtrike em off. The 
. | | Wh 

Some, by what means they may redreſs the Wrong, WW Out 
When Fathers the Poſſeſſion keep too long. And 
And ſome would know the Iſſue of their Cauſe, An, 
And whether Gold can ſolder up its Flaws. Suc 
Poor pregnant Lais his Advice would have, No 
To loſe by Art what fruitful Nature gave: No 
And Portia old in ExpeQtation grown, Be 
| Laments her barren Curſe, and begs a Son: Wn 
Whilft Iris, his Coſmetick Waſh would try, If; 
To make her Bloom revive, and Lovers die, . | Th 
Some ask for Charms, and others Philters chuſe, 4 
To gain Carima, and their Quartans loſe, If i 
| Ex 


Young 


CAN TO II. 
Young Hylas, botch'd wich Stains too foul to none, 
In Cradle here renews his Youthful Frame: 

Cloy'd with Deſire, and furfeited with Charms, 
A Hot-Houſe he prefers to Fulia's Arms. 
And old Lucullus would th Arcanum prove, 

Of kindling in cold Veins the Sparks of Love. : 


- 
rs 
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Bleak Envy theſe dull Frauds with Pleaſure ſees, 
And wonders at the ſenſeleſs Myſteries, 
In Color's Voice ſhe thus calls out aloud 
On Horoſcope environ'd by the Croud, 


Forbear, forbear, thy vain Amuſements ceaſe; 
Thy oodeocks from their Ginas a while releaſe; 
And to that dire Misfortune liſten well, 

Which thou ſhou'dſt fear to know, or I to tell. 
Tis true, thou ever wat eſteem d by me 

The great Alcides of our Company... . 

When we with Noble Scorn reſoly'd to 4 

. cor ſelves from all Parochial Offices 

and to our Wealthier Patients left the Care, 

And draggld Dignity of Scavenger: 

Such Zeal in that Affair thou didſt expreſs, | 
Nought cou'd be equal, but the great Succeſs, 
Now call to Mind thy Gen'rous Prowelſs paſt, - * 
Be what thou ſhow'dſt, by thinking what thou waſtt 
The Faculty, of Warwick-Lane Deſign, f ä | 
If not to Storm, at leaſt to Undermine, | 
Their Gates each Day Ten thouſand Night- caps crowd, 

And Mortars utter their Attempts aloud. | 

If they ſhould once unmask our Myſtery, 

Each Nurſe, ere - long, wou'd be as learn'd as we; 


 ouy 
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Our Art expos d o ev'ry Volgar Eye, 
And none, in Complaiſance to us, wou'd dye: 
' What if We claim their Right t Aſſaſſinate, 
Muſt they needs turn Apothe car ies ſtrait?ꝰ 
Prevent it, Gods! all Stratagems we try, 
To crowd with new Inhabitants your Sky. 
"Tis we who wait the Deftinies Command, 
To purge the troubled Air, and weed the Land:. 
And dare the College inſolently aim 
_— To equal our Fraternity in Fame? | 
| Then let Crabs Eyes with Pearl for Virtue try, 
Or Highgate- Hill with lofty. Pindus vie: 
So Glo worms may compare with Titan's Beams: 
And Hare - Curt Pump with Aganippes Streams. 


Our ManufaQtures now they meanly ſell, . 
And their true Value treacherouſly tell: 
=_ Nay, They. diſcover: too, (their Spight is ſuch,) 
| That Health, than Crowns more valu'd, coſts not much 
| Whilſt we muſt fiter-our Conduct by theſe Rules, 
_ To cheat as Tradeſmen, or to ſtarve as Fools. 


At this fam'd Horoſtope turn d pale, and ſtraight 
_ In Silence tumbꝭd from his Chair of State. 

j i The Crowd in great Confuſion ſought the Door, 
. And left the Magus fainting on the Floor. 

Whil& in his Breaſt the Fury breath'd a Storm, 
Then ſought her Cell, and re · aſſum d her Form. 
Thus from the Sore altho* the Inſect flies, 


0 1 It leaves a Brood of Maggots in Diſguiſe. 


: 


Santo l. 8 
Officious Squire in haſte forſopk his Shop, 
ro ſuccour the expiring Horoſcope. 
ft he eſſay'd the Magus to reſtore, 
by Salt of Succinum's prevailing Pow'r; 
et ſtill ſupine the ſolid Lumber lay 
n Image of ſcarce animated Clay; 

Till Fates, indulgent when Diſaſters call, 

by Squirt's nice Hand apply'd a Urinal; 

The Wight no ſooner did the Steam receive, 
ut rous'd, and bleſs'd the ſtale Reſtorative. 

e Springs of Life their former Vigour feel, 
Such Zeal he had for that vile Utenſil, 


So when the Great Pelides, Thetis found, 
e knew the Sea-weed Scent, and th Azure Goddeſs own'd, 
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CANTO III. 
DLL Night the Sage in Penſive Tumults 
_ 1 | 
£ Complaining of the flow Approach of 
GS) | Day; 1 
bOtt turn'd him round, and ſtrove to think 
no more £ 
Of what ſhrill. Colon ſaid the Day before. N 
Cowſlips and Poppies o er his Eyes he ſpreadd. 
And S—— Works he laid beneath his Hea de. 
But thoſe bleſs'd Opiats ſtill in vain he, tries, 
Sleep's gentle Image his Embraces flies. 
Tumultuous Cares lay rolling in his Breaſt, 
And thus his anxious Thoughts the Sage expreſt. 


Oft has this Planet roll'd around the Sun, 2 
Since to conſult the Skies, I firſt begun: 5 „ 
Such my Applauſe, ſo mighty my Succeſs, 1 
dome granted my Predictions more than Gueſs. 
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26 The DIS YEN SARA. 
1 But, doubtful as I am, Pll entertain 
= This Faich, There can be no Miſtake in Gain. 
= For the dull World moſt Honour pay to thoſe 
44 Who on their Underſtanding moſt impoſe. 

Firſt Man creates, and then he fears the Elf, 

Thus others cheat him not, but he himſelf; 

He loaths the Subſtan®, and he loves the Show; 

You'll ne er convince a Fool; Himſelf is fo: + _ 

He heats Realities, and hugs the Cheat, 19 

And ſtill the only Pleaſure's the Deceit. 

So Meteors flatter with a dazling Dye 

Which no Exiſtence has, but in the Eye. 

At diſtant Proſpects pleaſe us, but when near, 

We find but deſart Rocks, and fleeting Air. 
From Stratagem to Stratzgem we run, 

And be knoves molt, who lateſt is undone. | 


9 0 


Mankind one Day ſerene and free appear; 
The next, they're cloudy, ſullen, and ſevere: 
New Paſſions, new Opinions flill excite, 
And what they like at Noon, they leave at Night. 
They gain with Labour, what they quit with Eaſe, 
And Health, for want of Change, becoines Diſcale, 
Religion 's bright Authority they dare, * 
And yet are Slaves to Superſtirious Fear. 
"They Counſel others, but theniſelves Deceive, 
And tho' they're Coztn'd {till, they Hill Believe. 
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so alle their Cenſare, fickle their Eſteem, * 
This Hour they Woribip; and the riext Blaſpheme. 
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Shall I then, who with penetrating Sight N 

luſpect the Springs that guide each A petite: 

Who with unfathom'd Searches pierce 

The dark Receſſes of the Univerſe, | 

Be aw'd, if puny Emmets wou'd opprefs; 

Or fear their Fury, or their Name careſs? 

If all the Fiends that in low Darkneſs reign, 

Be not the Pictions of a fickly Brain, 

That Project, the * Diſpenſary they call, 

Before the Moon can blunt her Horns, ſhall fall. 


With that, a'Glance from mild Auroras Eyes 
Shoots thro? the Chryſtal Kingdoms of the Skies ; 
The Savage Kind in Foreſts ceaſe to roam, 
And Sots 'o'ercharg'd with nauſeous Loads reel home; 
Drums, Trumpets, Haut- boys wake the ſlumbring Piirz 
Whilſt Bridegroom ſighs, and thinks the Bride leſs fair 
Light's chearful Smiles o'er th' Azure Waſte are ſpread 
And Miſs from Inns o Court bolts out unpaid. 
The Sage tranſported at th' approaching Hour, 
Imperiouſly thrice thunder'd on the Floor; 
Officious Squire that Moment had acceſs, n 
His Truſt was great, his Vigilance uo leHH. 175 
To him thus Horoſcope: 5 EPI . 
, 1 * 1 
My kind Companion in this dire Aﬀair, 
Which is more light, ſince you aſſume a Share; 
Fly with what haſte you ud to do of old, 
When Cher was in danger to be cold: 
With Expedition on the Beadle call, 
To ſammon all the Company to th' Hall. 
Shall * Madjcinus wade wp there, for the Uſe of the Poor, 
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28 The D1SPENSART. 
Away the friendly Coadjutor flies, ; 
Swift as from Phyal Steams of Harts-horn rife, . 
The Magus in the int rim mumbles oer 
Vile Terms of Art to ſome Infernal Pow'r, 
And draws Myſterious Circles on the Floor. 


But from the gloomy Vault no glaring Spright. . 


Aſcends, to blaſt the tender Blaom of Light. 


No myſtick Sounds from Hell's deteſted Womb, SATA 


In dusky Exhalations upwards come. 

And now to raiſe an Altar he decrees, 

To that devouring Harpy call'd Diſeaſe: 
Then Flow'rs in Caniſters he haſtes to bring, 
The wither'd Product of a blighted Spring. 
With cold Solanum from the Pontick Shore, 
The Roots of Mandrake and Black Ellebere, 
The Griper Senna, and the Puker Rue, 

The Sweetner Saſſafras are added too; 
And an the Structure next he heaps a load 
Of Sulpur, Turpentine and Maſtick Wood: 
Gums, Foſliles too the Pyramid increas d. 

A Mummy next, once Monarch of the Eaſt, 


Then from the Compter he takes don the File, 


| And with Preſcriptions light th folewn Pile. 


MAD tho Flemee cn dune Wings alpice; 


And ſmoth'ring Fogs of Smoke 2 the Fire. 


With Sorrow he'beheld the ſad Portent, -- 
Then n SEIIPRANER, - 
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Diſeaſe! thou ever moſt 2 e 
Whole kind Indulgence we diſcera each Bo: 


* * 
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Thou well canſt boaſt thy num rous Pedigree 

Begot by Sloth, maintain d by Luxury. 

In gilded Palaces thy Proweſs reigns, 

But flies the humble Sheds of Cottage Swains. 

To You ſuch Might and Energy belong, 

You nip the Blooming, and unnerve the Strong. 
The Purple Conqueror in Chains you bind, 

And are to us your Vaſſals only kind. 


If, in return, all Diligence we pay 
To fix your Empire, and confirm your Sways 
Far as the weekly Bills can reach around, 
From Kent. ſtreet End co fam'd St. Giles's- Pound; 
Behold this poor Libation with a Smile, 
And let auſpicious Light break through the Pile, 


He ſpoke ; ind on the Pyramid he laid 1 
Bay Leaves and Vipers Hearts, and thus he ſad : 
As Theſe conſume in this myſterious Fire, Et $51 N 
$o let the curs'd Diſpenſary expire I; Wb 
And as Thoſe crackle in the Flames, and die; 

So let its Veſſels burſt, and Glafſes fly. 

But a finiſter Cricket ſtrait was heard, 

The Altar fell, the Off ring diſappear'd. 

As the far'd Wight the Omen — 9 " 
en brought the News the Company vn met! y 


Nigh where Fleet-Ditch deſcends in fable Streams, 


To waſh his footy Naiads in the Thames; - 
There ſtands a Structure on a riſing Hill, 
Where Tyro's take their Freedom out to kill. > \.. 
gte the Alluſion. Theoc, Pharm. Apothecaries Hall, - 
C 3 Some 
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Some Pictures in theſe dreadful Shambles tell, 
How, by the Delian God, the Pithon fell; 
And how Medes did the Philter brew, _ 
That cou'd in Æſens Veins young Force renew, 
How mournful * Myrrbs for her Crimes appears, 
And heals hyſterick Matrons ſtill with Tears; 
How Mentha and Althea, Nymphs no more, 
Revive in ſacred Plants, aad Health reſtore ; 

How ſanguine Swains their am'rous Hours repent, 
When Pleaſure's paſt, and Pains are permanent; 
And how frail Nymphs, oft by Abortion, aim 

To loſe a Subſtance, to preſerve a Name, 
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Soon 2s each Member in bis Ran ke was plac'd, 
Th/Aſembly Disſenue thus addrefs'd. 


* ( 

My kind Confederates, if my poor Intent, x q 
As tis ſincere, had been but prevalent, ; 
| 

| 


We here had met on ſome more ſafe Deſigu, 
And on no other Bus neſs but to Dine: | 
The Faculty had Qill maintain'd their Sway, 
And Int'reſt then had bid us but obey; 
This only Emulation we had knows, — 
Who beſt cou d fill his Purſe, and thin the Tm : 
But now from gath'ring Clouds Deſtruſt un pours, . 
Which ruins with made Rage our Haicyop Hours: 
Miſts from black Jealoufies the Tempeſt form, 

Whilſt late Diviſions reinforce the Storm. 

Know, when theſe Feuds, like thoſe at Law, ire paſt, 

The Winners will be Loſers at the laſt. 
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Like Heroes in Sea - Fights we ſeek Renown, _ 
To fire ſome Hoſtile Ship, we burn our own. | 


31 


Who-cr throws Dult againſt the Wind, deſcriey _ 


He throws it, in effect, but in his Eyes, 


That Juggler which another's Stight will how, vr 


But teaches how the World his own may know. 


Thrice happy were thoſe golden Days of old, 


When dear as Burgundy, Piiſaus were ſoldz 
When Patients choſe to die with better Will, 
Than breathe, and pay th Aporbecary's Bill: 
And cheaper than for our Aſſiſtance call, 
Might go to Air or Bourbon, Spring and Fall, 


Then brleſts increas'd, and Piety decay d, 
Churchmen the Church's Purity betray d; 


Their Lives and Doctrine, een 


The Laws were but the bireling Judge's Sealcz, . 
Juries were ſway d by venal Evidence. 
Fools were promoted to the Council-Board, 


Tools to the Bench, and Bullies to the Sword. 


Penſions in Private were the Senate's Aim; 
| mme PS 


; But oo no influencing Art remains 
And we, in ſpight of our Reſolves, mak how, 
And ſuffer by a Reformation too. EPY 
For now late Jars our Practices detect. 

And Mines, when once diſcover'd, loſe Effect. 


Diſſentions, like ſmall Streams, are firſt begun, 


Scarce ſeca they riſe, but gather as they run: 
C4 
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So Lines that from their Parallel decline, 
More they proceed, the more they ſtill dis. join FRE 
"Tis therefore my Advice, in haſte we ſend, TE 
And beg the Faculiy to be our Friend | 1 
Send ſwrarms of Patientt, and our Quarrels end, 

So awful Beadles, if the Vagrant treat, 

Strait turn familiar, and their Faſces quit. 

In vain we but contend, that Planet's Pow'r 

Thoſe Vapours can diſperſe It rais'd before, 


As he prepar'd the Miſchief to recite, 7 
Keen Colorynthis paus'd and foam d with Spight-. wh 
Sow'r Ferments on his ſhining Surface ſwim, * 
Work up to Froth, and bubble o'er the 3:1mr. = 

| Not Beauties fret ſo much if Freckles come, The 
Or Noſe ſhou'd redgen'in the Draving-Room ; _ 
Or Lovers that miſtake tb appointed Hour, | bg 
Or in the lucky Minute want the Pow'r. | HE It « 

Thus He Thou Scandal of great rat "I * 
At thy Approach, the Springs of Nature ftart, b 
The Nerves unbrace: Nay, at the Sight of thee, * 
A Scratch turns Cancer, Itch a Leproſie. K * 
Cou dſt thou propoſe, That we, the Friends o Fates, | We 
Who fill Church. zardi, and who unpeople States, I Th 
Who baffle Nature, and diſpoſe of Lives, © g 
Whilſt Ruſſel, as we pleafe, or ſtarves, or thrives, W 
Shou d e er ſubmit to their deſpotick Will, Tt 
Who out o Conſultation ſcarce can kill? 58 
The tow'ring Alps ſhall ſooner fink to Vales, Fr 
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Or Norwich trade in Implements of Steel, | ; 

And Bromingham in Stuffs and Druggets deal! 12 
Allys at Wapping furniſh us new Modes, | 

And Monmouth. ſtroot, Verſailles with Ridinꝑ · hoods; 

The Sick to th' Hundreds in pale Throngs repair, 

And change the Gravel. Pits for Kentiſh Air. 

Our Properties muſt on our Arms depend; 

'Tis next to Conquer, bravely to Defend, 

'Tis to the Vulgar, Death too barſh appears; 

The I wo fol woaly in our Bound.” 


Where Billows never break, nor Tempeſts roar : 

Ere well we feel the friendly Stroke, tis O er. 

The Wiſe thro Thought th' Inſults of n defy; 

The Fools, thro' bleſs'd Inſenſibility. 

'Tis what the Guilty fear, -the Pious crave; k 
Sought by the Wretch, and 'yanquiſh'd by the . 

It eaſes Lovers, ſets the Captive free; 1 


And, tho a Tyrant, offers Liberty. 


To Die, is Landing on ſome filent Shoar; 5 25 8 


Sound but to Arms, the Foe ſhall ſoon confeſs _ 
Our Force encreaſes, as our Finds grow les; 
And what requir'd ſach Induftry to raiſe, | 
We'll ſcatter into nothing as we pleaſe.” | 
Thus they N acknowledge, to Annihilate * a 
Shews no leſs wond'rous Pow'r than to Create. 

We'll raiſe our num tous Cohorts, and oppoſe © 
The feeble Forces of our pigmy Foes; '' 
Legions of Quacks ſhall join us on the Place, 
From Great Kirlews:down to odor Cafe. 
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Tho! ſuch vile Rubbiſh fink, yet we ſhall riſc; | 
Directors ſtill ſecure the greateſt Prize. 
Such poor Supports ſerve only like a Stays 
The Tree once fix d, its Reſt is torn away. 


So Patriots, in the time of Peace and Eaſe, 
Forget the Fury of the late Diſcaſe: 


And curſe the Hand that bral'd the Wound beers. Kni 
Arm therefore, gallant Friends, tis Honour's Call; WI 
Or let us boldly Fight, or bravely Fall. | - 
To this the Seſſon ſeem d to give Conſent, Or 
Much lik d the War, but dreaded much th'Event.. Tl 
At length the growing Diff rence to compoſe, - 80 
Two Brothers, nam d Aſcaridos, aroſe. | T 
Both had the Volubility of Tongue, X A 
In Meaning faint, but in Opinion ſtrong: v 
To ſpeak they both aſſum'd a like Pretence, 1 
The elder * his * Pre · eminence; 


Thus he: Tis true, when Privilcpe and Right 
Are once invaded, Honour bids us Fight, (2 
But ere we once engage in Hogousr's' Cauſe, _ 
Firſt know what Honour is, and whence it win. 


Scorn'd by the Baſe, tis courted by the Brave, 
The Heroe's Tyrant, and the Coward" Slave. | 
Born in the noife Camp, it lives on Air: 

And both exiſts by Hope und by Deſpair, | + 


4 Angry 


Angry when e er a Memes: Eaſe-we gin. 
And reconcil'd at our Returns of Ps. 
It lives, when in Death's Arms the Heroe lies, 
But when his Saſety he conſults. it dias. 
Bigotted to this Idol, e diſclaim 

Reſt, Health, and Eaſe, for nothing but a Name. 


Then let us, to the Field before we move, 
Know, if the Gods our. Eaterprize approue:. - 
Suppoſe th unthinking Faculty unveil | 
What we, thro' wiſer Conduct, won d mens: 
lat Reaſon we ſhoy'd quarrel with the Glaſs 
That ſhews the monſtrous Features of our Face ? 
Or grant ſome grave Pretenders have of late 
Thought fit an Innovation to create; 

Soon they I repent, what raſhly they begun: 
Tho? Projects pleaſe, Projectors are undone. 
All Novelties muſt this Succeſs expect, 
When: good, our Envy; and when bad, Neglect: 
If Reaſon cou d direct, ere now each Gate 
Had born ſome Trophy of Triumphal State. 
Temples had told how Greece and Belgia owe 

| mne 


Then fince no Veneration is lows, 
Or to the real, or th'appearing Good; 
The Project that we vainly apprehend, 
Muſt, as it blindly roſe, as vilely end. 
Some Members of the Faculty there are, 

Who Int'reſt prudently to Oaths prefer. 

Qur Friendſhip with feign'd Airs they poorly court, ' 

'And bout their Politicks are our Support. 

; Them 
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Them we'll conſult about this Rnterprize, | 
And boldly * whe ny grad 


4» 1 


But from e dach bene boo) 

Some Aurum Fulminans the * Fabrick ſhook. 
The Champions, daunted at the Crack, retreat, 1 
Regard their 0 and their Rage forget. 
| net 10.7 00 

So when at Barbe, Earth's big Ofiprng ee 
To ſcale the Skies, and wage a War with Foves 
Soon as the A, of old Sifenus bray d. 
The trembling Rebels in Confuſion fled. | 


* The Room the Apotheceries meet in, ii over the Laboratory 
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DISPENSARY. 


CANTO IV. 


or far from that frequented Theater, 


1 Where wand'ring Punks each Night at Fire 
| repair; 


N where Purple Emperors in Buskins tread, 
PEARS And rule imaginary Worlds for Bread: 
Where Bentley, by Old Writers, wealthy grew, 
And Briſcoe lately was undone by New: 
There triumphs a Phyſician of Renown,. 
To none, but ſach as ruſt in Health, unknown, 
None &er was plac'd more fitly to impart 
His known Experience, and his healing Art. 
When Bur ——; deafens all the liſt ning Preſs 
With Peals of moſt Seraphick Emptineſs; 
Or when Myſterious F | 
To preach his Pariſh +0 a Lethargy : 
This Æſculapius waits hard by, to eaſe 
Tue Martyrs of ſuch Chriſtian Cruelties. 


Long 


40 be DisPENSARY: © 
| Long has this darling Quarter of the Town,” ri 


'or Lewdneſs, Wit, and Gallantry been nr Xo G 
l Sorts meet here, of whatſoc'er Degree, | "Tix 
| To blend and juftle into Harmony. ck 
The Criticks each advent'rous. Author ſcan, * 
And praiſe or cenſure as they like the Man. Thoſ 
The Weeds of Writings for the Flowers They cull; * 
So nicely Taſteleſs, ſo correctly Dull! e 
The Politicians of Parnaſſus prate, = 
And Poets canvaſs the Affairs of State; en 
The Cits ne er talk of Trade and Stock, but tell 
How Virgil writ, how bravely Turnus fell. 0: 
Dames drive to Hippolito's, For u 
Firſt find a Spark, and after loſe a Noſe. f Whi 
The Lawyer for. Lac'd Coat the Robe does quit. : I of 


He grows a Mad-man, and then turns a Wit, 
And in the Cloyſter penſive Strephon waits, 

il Chloe's Hackney comes, and then retreats; 
And if th ungenerous Nymph a Shaft lets fly 
More fatally than from a ſparkling Eye, 


 Mirmillo, that fam'd Opifer, is nigh. 


The trading Tribe oft thither throng to Dine, \ 
And want of Elbow-room ſupply. in Wine. 15 lle 
Cloy'd with Variety, they ſurfeit there, 
Whilſt the wan Patients on thin Gruel fare. 


11 T 
Tas here the Champions of the Party met, * 
Of their Heroick Enterprize to treat. f * 
Each Hero a tremendous Air put on, 


| And fra nt theſe wer a 


115 


Wii 


Cn 10. 41 


'Tis with Coticern, my Friends, I meet you here; 
No Grievance you can'know; but I muſt ſhare. 

'Tis plain, my Iutereſt you ve advanced ſo long, 

dich Fee, tho I wIAã mute, wou'd find en 

4nd in return, tho? I have ſtrove to rend | 

Thoſe Statutes, which on Oath I ſhould at 

Such Arts are Trifles to a generous Mind: 

Great Services, as great Returns ſhou'd find; · 

And you'll perceive this Hand, hen tight calls, * 
Cn brandiſh Arms as well: a5 Urinals, „iin bd 


Oxford and all her CS het 1 
bj this Right Arm what mighty Numbers fell, 
Whilſt others meanly ak d whole, Months to. 5 
. l oft diſpatch'd the Patient in a Day: Fre 
| vid Pen in Hand 1 puſt'd to, that degrees 1 25 
| ſcarce had left a Wretch to give.a Fee. 1 1 ; 
Some fell by Laudanum, and ſome 10 5 * owt, 
and Death in Ambuſh lay. i in every Pill... 
0 For fave or fla 75 this, Privilege we clim, Aide 
Tho' Credit ſuffers, the Reward's. the ſame. - eee 


What tho' the Art of Healing we pretend, 77 
he that deſigns it leaſt, js moſt a FriencQ. 
lnto the right we err, and muſt confeſs | | 
To Overſights we often owe Succeſs, 

Thus Beſſus got the Battel in the Play, 

His glorious Cowardiſe reſtor d the Day: 
5 the fam'd Grecian Piece ow'd its Deſert 


To Chance, and not the m of At 87 10 


* 


Pbys⸗ 
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_ Phyſicians, if they're wiſe, ſhou d never think. 
But th Enemy; at their Expence, ſhall fiad 
„ „ 


He faidy nnd ald th agasgement with a Kiſs, 
Which was return'd by Younger Askaris; 
Who thus advanc'd: Esch Word, Sir, you impart, 
Has ſomething killing in it, like your Art. 
How much we to your boundleſs Friendſhip owe, 
Our Files can ſpeak, and your Preſcriptions ſhow. 
Your Ink deſcends in ſuch exceſſive Show'rs, 
"Tis plain, you can regard no Health but ours. 
Whilſt poor Pretetiders puzzle Oer a Caſe, 
Lou but appear, and give the Coup de Grace. 
O that near * Xanthu/ banks you £22 but dwelt; 
| When Im firſt Arlalas Very felt, 
The borned River then had curs'd in vain 
Young Peleu Arm, that choak d his Stream with Slain; 
No Trophies you had left for Greeks to raiſe, 
Their Ten Years Toil, you'd finiſh'd in Ten Days, 
Fate ſmiles on your Attempts, and when you liſt, 
In vain the Cowards fly, or Brave reſiſt, | 
Then let us Arm, we need not fear Succeſs; 
No Laboure oe tod fabifor Hercules, 
Our military Enſigus well diſpla z 
Wann where Courage leads the Way. 


To this Deſign br. Se did agre, 
A zealous Member of the Facnhry; 


% Joe Hom, II. 
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His Sire's pretended pious Steps be treads, 

And where the Doctar fails, the Saint ſucceeds. 
A Conventicle fleſh'd his greener Tears, 
And his full Age the righteous Rancour ſhores, 


Thus Boys hatch Game-Eggs under Birds o Prey, 


To make the Fowl more furious for the Fray, 


Slow Carus next diſcover'd his Intents 
With painful Pauſes mutt ring what he meant. 
His Sparks of Life in ſpight of Drugs retreat, 
So cold, that only Calentures can heat, 
In his chill Veins the ſluggiſn Puddle flows, 
And loads with lazy Fogs his ſable Brows, 
Legions of Lunaticks about him preſs, 
His Province is loſt Reaſon to redreſs, 
So when Perſumes their fragrant Scent give o'er; 
Nought can their Odour, like a Jakes, reſtore. 
When for Advice the Vulgar throng, he's found 
With lumber of vile Books belirg'd around. 
The gazing Throng acknowledge their Surprize, 
And deaf to Reaſon ill conſult their Eyes. 
Well he perceives the World will often find, 
To catch the Eye is to convince the Mind. 
Thus a weak State, by wiſe Diftruſt enclines | 
To num' rous Stores, and Strength in Magazines. 
So Fools are always moſt profuſe of Words, 
And Cowards never fail of longeſt Swords. 
Abandon'd Authors here a Refuge moet, 
And from the World, to Duſt and Worms retreat. 
Here Dregs and Sediment of Auctions reign, 
Refuſe of Fairs, and Glewnngy of Duck Lans. 
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And up theſe Walls much Gothick Lumber climbs; 
With Swiſs Philoſophy, and Runick Rhymes. 
Hither, retriey'd from Cooks and Grocers, come 


1 — Works entire; and endleſs Reams of Bly, 


Where would the long neglected C— fly, 
If bounteous Car us ſhou'd refuſe to buy? 

| = each vile Scribler's happy on this ſcore, 
He'll find ors Crus ill to read him Oer. 


Nor 5 wwe the obſequious Umbra ſpare; 
Who ſoft by Nature, yet 'declar'd for War. 
But when ſome Rival Pow'r invades a Right, 
Flies ſet on Flies, and Turtles Turtles fight. 
Elſe courteous Umbra to the laſt had been 
Demurely meek, inſipidly ſerene. 


* With Him, the Preſent ſtill fome Virtues hare; 


The Vain are ſprightly, and the Stupid, grave; 
The Slothful, negligent; the Foppiſh; neat: 
The Lewd are airy; and the Sly, diſcreet. - 

A Wren an Eaple, 'a Baboon a Beau; 

Comma Tycurgus, and a Phocion, R 


Heroick Ardour now th' Aſſembly warms, 
Each Combatant breaths nothing but Alarms. 
For Future Glory, while the Scheme is laid, 
Fam'd ow thus offers to 8 


Since of a Enterprize th' Event s e 


We'll quit the Sword, and hearken to the Gow. 


* Se the Imitation, Hor. 5g the 34, 


Nigh 


CAN TO IV. AF. 
Nigh lives vagellus one reputed lng 
For Strength of Lungs, and Pliancy of Tongue. 2 

For Fees, to any Form he moulds a Cauſe, 
The worſt has Merits, and the Beſt has Flaws. 

m. five Guineas make a Crminal to Day, 
And ten to Morrow wipe the Stain away. | | 
Wharever he affirms is undeny'd, t * . 
Milos the Lecher, Clodius th Homicide. 
Cato pernicious, Cataline a Saint, 
0d ſuſpecte ],. D——- innocent. 
To Law then Friends, for tis by Fate decreed, 
Vazellius, and our Mony, ſhall ſucceed. 
Know; when I firſt invok'd Diſeaſe by Charms 
To prove propitious to our future Arms; 
1 Omens did the Sacrifice attend, 
Nor wou'd the Sibyl from _—_ Grott cond, 


J 


As Horoſcope ey farther to us W 
He thus was gl . by a _> 


In vain your Magick Myfteties you uſe, _ 
Such Sounds the SibyPs facred Ears abuſe, _ 
Theſe Lines the pale Divinity ſhall raiſe, ; 
Such is the Pow'r of Sung arid Force of Lays. 8 
D 
Arms meet with Arms, Fauchions with Fauchions claſh, 
Aud ſparks of Fire ſtruck out from Armour flaſh, 
Thick Clouds of Duſt contending Warriors raiſt, 
Aud hideous War der all the Region brays. 
Some raging ran with huge Herculean Clubs, 
Some maſſy Balls ef Brafs, - ſome mighty Tubs 
Of Cynders bore,—— 
igh _. 
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Naked and half burns Hill. with baten Wreck 
Aﬀright the Skies, and ſñ the ou Back. 


As be went rutubling on, the Fury trait 


Crawl'd in, her Limbs cou d fcarce ſuppott her Weight, 


A ruful Rag her meagre Forehead bound, 
And faintly her furr'd Lips theſe Accents ſound. 


Mortal, how dar'ſt thou with ſuch Lines addreſs 

My awful Seat, and trouble my Receſs? 

In Eſex Marſhy Hundreds is a Cell, 
Where lazy Fogs, and drizzling Vapours dwell: 
Thither raw Damps on drooping Wings repair, 
And ſhiv'ring Quartanes ſhake the ſickly Air. 
There, when fatigu'd, ſome filent Hours I paſs, 
And ſubſtitute Phyſicians in my Place. 

Then dare not, for the future, once rehearſe 
The Diſſonance of ſuch untuneful Verſe. 
But in your Lines let Energy be found, 

And learn to riſe in Senſe, and fink in Sound, 
Harſh Words, tho pertinent, uncouth appear: 
None pleaſe the Fancy, who offend the Ear. 

In Senſe and Numbers if you would excel, 
Read , conſider D——» well, 

In one, what vig rous Turns of Fancy ſhine, 
In th other, Syrens warble in each Line. 

If 57 ſprightly Muſe but touch the Lyre; 
The Smiles and Graces melt in ſoft Deſire, 

And little Loves confeſs their am'rovs Fire, - 
The gentle is claims the Ivy Crows, 

To bind th immortal Brows of 4“! 


L 
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As tuneſul . tries bi rural Sins, 
Pan quits the Woods, the lining Fivwas the eu, 
And Philomel, m Notes fe this, complains,  . 

And Britain, ſiace Paa ſanias vut writ, 20 

Knows Spartan Virtue, and Anbenian Wit. 

When 8 paints the Godlike Acts of Kings, 
Or, whit polls dictrers, Pawan fings, 

The Banks of Rhin a pless d Aﬀtention rn 

And Silver Sequana e few.” | 


Such juſt Exanighey carefully 0 605 
dide without falling, without ſtraining, ſoar, 
Oft tho your Stroaks furprize, you ſhot d not chuſe 
A Theme ſo mighty for à Virgin Muſe, 
Long did * Apelles his 'farti'd Piete decline, 
His Alexander was his laſt Defign. 
is M—we's rich vein alone muſt prove, 
None but a a dy vry trpnge, 1997 oe wet 


The Fury paus d, till with 4 frighhtfu Sound 
A riſing Whirlwind burſt th' unhallow'd' Ground. 
Then ſhe — The Deity v Fortunę eee 
Tho' diſtant, rules and-influetices all. 
Strait for her Favour to her Court repair, 
Important Embaſſies ask Wings of A. 


Each wond'ring fiood, bot Ryo great Soul, 
That Dangers ne rer alartn, nor Doubts controul; 
Raiv'd on the Piniohv'of the bounding Wind. 
Out-flew the Rack, and left the Hours behind, 


Ces Hor, B. 21 Ep. I, Plin, Plut. cie, Ep. Val. Max, 
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The Ev'ning now with Bluſhes arms the Ar. 
Steer reſigns the Yoke, the Hind his Cre. 
The Clouds aboue drith golden Edgings glo ), 
And falling Dews refreſtvthe-Earth belo v,. 


The Bat with ſooty Wings flits thro the Grove, 


The Reeds ſcarce ruſtle,-nor the Aſpine move. 
And all the feather'd Folks forbear their: Lays of Love. 


Thro the tranſparent Region of the Skies, 
Swift as a Wiſh the Miſſionary flies. 
With Wonder he ſurveys the upper Air, 
And the gay gilded Meteors ſporting there. 
How lambent Jellies kind'ling in the Night, 
Shoot thro the ther in a Trail of Light; 

How riſing Steams in,th'azure Fluid blend, 
Or fleet in Clouds, or in ſoft Show!rs, deſcend; + 


Or if the ſtubborn Rage of Cold prevail. 


In Flakes they fly, or or fall in moulded Hal. 8 


How Hony Dews embalm the fragrant Mor. 


And the fair Oak with luſcious Sweats adorn. 


How Heat and Moiſture mingle in a Maſs, . g yay 1 
Or bel ch in Thunder, or in Light'ning blaze. 


Why nimble Coruſcations ſtrike tie Eye, 
And bold Tornado's bluſter in the Sk. 
Why a prolifick Aura upwards tends ; .. 


Ferments, and in a living Show's deſcends. 14 1 


How Vapours hanging on the tow'ring Hills 
In Breezes ſigh, or weep in warbling Rills: 
Whence Infant Winds their tender Pigions try, 
And River Gods their thirſty Urus ſupply. 
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The wond'ring Sage purſues his airy Flight, 
And braves the chill unwholſome Damps of Night; 


He views the Tracts where Luminaries rove, 

To ſettle Seaſons here, and Fares above, 

The bleak Arcturus ſtill forbid the Seas, 

The ſtormy Kidds, the weeping Hyades : 

The ſhining * Lyre with Strains attracting more 
Heay'n's glitr'ring Manſions now than + Hells before; 
Glad Caſſwpeia circling in the Sky, 

And each brave Churchil of the Galaxy. 


Aurora on Eteſian Breezes born, | 
With bluſhing Lips breathes out the ſprightly Morn; 
Each Flow'r in Dew their ſhort-liv'd Empire weeps, 
And Cynthia with her lov'd Endymion ſleeps. | 
As through the Gloom the Magus cuts his Way, 
lmperfect Objects tell the doubtful Day. 

Dim he diſcerns Majeſtick Atlas riſe, 

And bend beneath the Burthen of the Skies. 

His tow'ring Brows aloft no Tempeſts know, 
Whilſt Light'ning flies, and Thunder rolls below. 


Diſtant from hence beyond a. Waſte of Plains, 
Proud Teneriff his Giant Brother reigns ; ; 
With breathing Fire his pitchy Noſtrils glow, 
As from his Sides he ſhakes the fleecy Snow. 
Around his hoary Prince, from wat'ry Beds, 
His Subject Iſlands raiſe their verdant Heads; 
The Waves ſo gently waſh each riſing Hill, 
The Land ſeems floating, and the Ocean till, 


* Orpheus's Harp made 4 Conſtellation, 
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Eternal Spring with ſmiling Verdure here 
Warms the mild Air, and crowns the youthful Year, 
From Chryſtal Rocks tranſparent Riv'lets flow; 
The Tub'roſe ever breathes, and Violets blow. 
The Vine undreſsd her ſwelling Cluſters bears, 
The lab'ring Hind'the mellow Olive cheers; 
Bloſſoms and Fruit at once the * Citron ſhows, 
And as ſhe pays, diſcovers ſtill ſhe owes. 
The Orange to her Sun her Pride diſplays, 

And gilds her fragrant Apples with his Rays, 
No Blaſts e er diſcompoſe the peaceful Sky, 
The Springs but murmur, and the Winds but figh. 
The tuneful Swans on gliding Rivers float, 

And, warbling Dirges, die on ev'ry Note. 

Where Flora treads her Zephyr Garlands flings, 
And ſcatters Odours from his Purple Wings; 
Whilſt Birds from Woodbine Bow'rs and Jeſmine Groves 
Chant their glad Nuptials, and unenvy'd Loves. 
Mild Seaſons, riſing Hills, and filent Dales, 
Cool Grotto's, Silver Brooks, and flow'ry Vales, 
Groves fil'd with balmy Shrubs in pomp appear, 
And ſcent with Gales of Sweets the circling Year. 


Theſe happy Iſles, where endleſs Pleaſures wait, 
Are ſtiłd by tuneful Bards —— The Fortunate. 
On high, where no hoarſe Winds nor Clouds reſort, 
The hoodwink'd Goddeſs keeps her partial Court. 
Upon a Wheel of + Amethyſi ſhe ſits, 
Gives and reſumes, and ſmiles and frowng by Fits 


* Wall, t This Stone rechen d fortunate 3 ſee the Hift, of Nat 
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CANTO IV. 
In this ſtill Labyrinth, around her lye 


Spells, Philters, Globes, and Schemes of Palmiſtry : 


A Sigil in this Hand the Gypſie bears, 
1a th'other a prophetick Sive and Sheers: 


The Dame by Divination knew that ſoon 
The Magus wou'd appear and then begun: 
Hail, ſacred Seer ! thy Embaſſie I know, 

Wars muſt enſue, the Fates will have it ſo. 
Dread Feats ſhall follow, and Diſaſters great, 
pills charge on Pills, and Bolus Bolus meet: 
Both Sides ſhall conquer, and yet Both ſhall fail; 
The Mortar now, and then the Urinal. 


To thee alone my Influence I owe; 
Where Nature has deny'd, my Fayours flow; 


is I that give (fo mighty is my Pow'r) 


Faith to the Few, Complexion to the Moor. 

I am the Wretch's Wiſh, the Rook's Pretence, 
The Sluggard's Eaſe, the Coxcomb's Providence: 
Sir Scrape-, Dill, once a ſupple ſmiling Slave, 
Looks loizy now,-and inſolently Grave; 


' Builds, Settles; Purchaſes, and has each Hour 


Caps from the Rich, and Curſes from the Poor. 
Spadillio, that at Table ſery'd of late, 
Drinks rich Tockay himſelf, and eats in Plate; 
Has Levees, Villas, Miſtreſſes in ftore, 
And owns the Racers which he rubb'd before: 


Souls heav'nly born my faithleſs Boons defy 
The Brave is to himſelf a Deity. 
2 Ces the Allaſen, Lucan, | 
— _ P 2 
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Tho bleſt Afrea's gone, ſome Soil remains 
Where Fortune is the Slave, and Merit reigns. 


The Tyber boaſts his Fulian Progeny, 
Thames his Naſſau, the Nyle his Prolomy. 
Iberia, yet for future Sway deſign d, 

Shall, for a H, a greater M—— find, 
Thus * Ariadne in proud Triumph rode, 
She loſt a + Heroe, and ſhe found a + God. 


* See Steph, f Theſeus. t Bacchus, 
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CANTO V. | 


HEN the fill Night, with peaceful Pops 
DA pies crown'd, | 


Had ' ſpread her ſhady Pinions oer the 
1 
' *Ground; 
And flumb'ring Chiefs of pint Tb 

umphs dream, 

While Groves and Streams are the ſoft Virgin's Theme; 
The Surges gently daſh againſt the Shoar,. | 
Flocks quit the Plains, and Gally-Slaves the Oar z . 
Sleep ſhakes its downy Wings o'er mortal Eyes, 
Mirmillo is the only Wretch it flies: 
He finds no Reſpite from his anxious Grief; ' 
Then ſceks, "ow this rn Relief. 


j 
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Long have 1 reign'd unrival'd in the Town; 
9 with Fees and deafeu'd with Renown. 
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None Cer cov'd die with due Solemnity, 
' Unleſs his Paſs-port firſt was fign'd by Me. 
My arbitrary Bounty's undeny'd; 
I give Reverſions, and for Heirs provide. 
None cou d the tedious Nuptial State ſupports 
But I, to make it eaſie, make it ſhort, 
I ſet the diſcontented Matrons free, 
And ranſom Husbands from Captivity. bs 
Shall one of ſuch Importance then engage 
In noiſie Riot, and in Civil Rage? 
No: Ill endeavour ſtrait a Peace, and fo 


But Diſcord, that fill haunts with hideous Mien 
Thoſe dire Abodes where Hymen once has been, 
O'er- heard Mirmillo's Anguiſh ; then begun 
In peeviſh Accents to expreſs her own. 18 


Have I ſo often baniſh'd lazy Peace 
From her dark Solitude, and loy'd Receſs? 
Have I made $S— th and Sh — ck diſagree, 
And puzzle Truth: with learn'd Obſcurity ? 
And does my faithful F— ſor profeſs 
His Ardor ſtill for Animoſities ? 
Have I, Britannia Safety to enſure, 
Expos'd her naked, to be moſt ſecure? 
Have I made Parties oppoſite, unite, 
In monſtrous Leagues of amicable Spight, 
To curſe their Country, whilſt the common Cry 8 
Is Freedom, but their Aim, the Miniſtry ? 
And ſhall a Daſtard's Cowardiſe prevent 
The War, ſo long I've labour'd to foment? 
To No, 


- — 


No, tis reſolv d, he either ſhall comply. 
Or Ill renounce my wan Divinity. 


With that, the Hag approach'd Mirmillo's Bed, 
And taking Querpo's meager Shape, She ſaid 


1 At Noon of Night I haſten, to diſpel 

Thoſe Tumults in your penſive Boſom dwell. 

I dreamt but now I heard your heaving Sighs, 
Nay, ſaw the Tears debating in your Eyes. 

O that 'twere but a Dream! But Threats I find 
Low'r in your Looks, and rankle in your Mind. 
Speak, whence it is this late Diſorder flows, 

That ſhakes your Soul, and troubles your Repoſe. 
Miſtakes in Practice ſcarce cou d give you Pain, 
Too well you know the Dead will ne er complain, 


What Looks diſcover, faid the Homicide, 1 
Wou' d be a fruitleſs Induſtry to hide, 
My Safety firſt I muſt conſult, and then 
- Tl ferye our ſuff ring Party with my Pen. 


4 
/ 


All ſhou'd, reply'd the Hag, their Talent learn; 
The moſt attempting oft the leaſt diſcern. 
Let p ſpeak, and /—— k write, 
Soft Acon court, and rough Cecinna fight: 
Such muſt ſucceed; but when th' Enervate aim 

* BW © Beyond their Force, they ſtill contend for Shame. 

Had C . printed nothing of his own, 

| He had not been the 8 fold o the Town. 
Aſſes and Owls, unſeen, their Kind betray, 
If theſe attempt to Hoot, or thoſe to Bray, 

| "Wl Had 


> 
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Had / never aim'd in Verſe to pleaſe, 
We had not rank d him with our Ogilbys, 

Still Cenſures will on dull Pretenders fall, 

A Codrus ſhou'd expect a Juvenal. 

III Lines, but like ill Paintings, are allow'd, 

To ſet off, and to recommend the good. 

So Diamonds take a Luſtre from their Foyle; 

And to a 5 — 9 tis, we owe a B ——le. 


Conſider well the Talent you poſſeſs, 

To ſtrive to make it more would make it leſs; 
And recolle& what Gratitude is due, 
To thoſe whoſe Party you abandon now. 
To them you owe your odd Magnificence, 
But to your Stars your Magazine of Senſe. 
Haſpt in a Tombril, aukward have you ſhin'd 
With one fat Slaye before, and none behind. 

| Then haſte and join your true intrepid Friends, 
Succeſs on Vigour and Diſpatch been 


Lab'ring in Doubts Mirmills ſtood, then faid, 
"Tis hard to undertake, if Gain diſſwyade; 
| What Fool for noifie Feuds large Fees wou'd leave? 
Ten Harveſts more, wou d all I wiſh for give. 


True Man, reply'd the Elf; — bY 
Ever contriving Pain, and never pleas d. | 

A preſent Good they flight, an abſent chuſe, 
And what they baye, for what they have not, loſe. 
Falſe Proſpects all their true Delights deſtroy, 

| Reſoly'd to want, yet lab ring to enjoy. 


Canto V. 59. 
In reſtleſs Hurries thoughtleſly they live, N 
At Subſtance oft unmov d, for Shadows grieve. 

Children at Toys, as Men at Titles aim; 

And in effect both covet but the ſame. 

This Philip's Son prov d in revolving Years; / W 
And firſt for Rattles, then for Worlds ſhed Tears. 


The Fury ſpoke, then in a Moment fir'd 
The Hero's Breaſt with Tempeſts, and retir'd. 


And frightful Phantoms danc'd before his Sight, 
'Till the pale Pleiads clov'd their Eyes of Light. 

At length gay Morn glows in the Eaſtern Skies, 
The Larks in Raptures thro the Erber riſe, 

The Azure Miſts ſcud o'er the dewy Lawns, | 
The Chaunter at his early Mating yawns, 

The Amaranth opes its Leaves, the Lys its Bells, | 


And Progne her Complaint of Terexs tells. 


As bold Mirmillo the gray Dawn deſcries, 
Arm'd Cap-a-pe, where Honour calls, he flies, | 
And finds the Legions planted at their Poſt; | 
Where mighty Querpo fill'd the Eye the moſt. | 
His Arms were made, if we may credit Fame, 


In boding Dreams Mirmillo ſpent the Night, 2 | 


By * Mulciber, the Mayor of Bromingham. | 
of temper'd Stibium the bright Shield was caſt, | 
+ Aud yet the Work the Metal far ſurpaſ#'d. 


„ See the Alleen Hom, Uiad, B,18, Virg, &m 8. 2, 
t See Ovid. Met, B. 2, at \ 


E 
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A Foliage of the Vulnerary Leaves, 115% N 
Grav d round the Brim, the wond'ring Sight deceives. 
Around the Center Fate's bright Trophies lay, | | 
Probes, Saws, Inciſion Knives, and Tools to lay, / 
Emboſt upon the Field, a Battel ſtood 

Of Leeches ſpouting Hemorrhoidal Blood. | 
The Artiſt too expreſs'd the ſolemn State EN 
Ot grave Phyſicians at a Conſult mer; 

About each Symptom bow they diſagree, 

But how unanimous in caſe of Fee. 

Whilſt each Aaſi his learn d Collegue tires 

With learn'd Impertinence, the Sick expires. 


Beneath this blazing Orb bright Querpo ſhone, 
. Himſelf an Atlas, and his Shield a Moon. 75 
A Peſtle for his Truncheon led the Van. 
And his high Helmet was a Cloſe-ſtool Pan. 
His Creſt an Ibis, brandiſhing her Beak, 
And winding in looſe Folds her ſpiral. Neck, 
This, when the Young * Quer poides beheld, 
His Face in Nurſe's Breaſt the Boy conceal'd; 2 
Then peept, and with th effulgent Helm wou 4 play, 7 
And as the Monſter gap'd wou'd ſhrink away. ,. 4 
Thus ſometimes Joy prevail'd, and ſometimes Fear . 
And Tears and Smiles alternate Paſſions were. 


* 


— 1 
* 
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As Querpo tow'ring flood in Martial Might, By 


Pacifick Carus ſparkled on the angle aps. 
F 44 +BY 5M 
1 This Bird, according to the Ancients 4 & lf « cl ] 
With iis beak,” £ 4 | N. A 


* Alluding to Afiyanaz, See Hom. II. . 
An 0 


.CanrTo V. 


An * Oren Outang der his Shoulders hung, | 
His Plume confeſs d the Capon whence it ſprung. 
His motly Mail ſcarce cou d the Heroe bear, 
Haranguing thus * Tribunes of the War. 


Fam'd Chiefs, | 

For preſent Triumphs born, deſign'd for more, 
Your Virtue I admire, your Value more. | 
If Battel betreſolv d, you'll find this Hand | 
Can deal out Deſtiny, and Fate command. 
Our Foes in Throngs ſhall hide the Crimſon Pai 
And their Apollo interpoſe in vain, 
Tho' Gods themſelves engage, a + Diomed 

With Eaſe cou'd ſhow a Deiry can bleed. 


But War's rough Trade ſhou'd be by Fools profeſt, 


The trueſt Rubbiſh fills a Trench the belt. 
Let Quinſies throttle, and the Quartan ſhake, 


Let Sword and Peſtilence lay waſte, whilſt we 
Wage bloodleſs Wars, and fight in Theory; - 
Who wants not Merit needs not arm for Fame; 
The Dead I raiſe my Chivalry proclaim, + : - 
Diſeaſes baffled, and loſt Health reſtor'd, 
In Fame's bright Liſt my Victories record. 
More Lives from me their Preſervation on, 
Than Lovers loſe if Fair Cornelia frown... 


Your Cures, an. err. cry: doul youll 
But wiſely your Miſcarriages concea. | % 


* The Skin if 4 died Bebeon called ſee 
1 4 Hom, II. B. 6 


0} 
. 7 Bel 


9 


1 


2 


Or Dropſies drown, and Gout and Cholicks rack; 


* 5 
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Zeus, a Prieſt, in Samothrace of old, | 
Thus reaſon d with Philopidas the bold; 
Immortal Gods you own, but think em blind * 
To what concerns the State of Human Kind. 
Either they hear not, or regard not Pray r, 
That argues want of Pow'r, and This of Care. 
Allow that Wiſdom infinite muſt know «ff - 
Pow'r infinite muſt act. I grant it ſo. | | 
Haſte ſtrait to Neþtwne's Fane, ſurvey with Zeal 
The Walls. What then? reply'd the Infidel. 
- Obſerve thoſe num'rous Throngs in Effigy, 
The Gods have ſav'd from the devouring Sea. 
"Tis true, their Pictures that eſcap'd you keep, 
But where are Theirs that periſh'd in the Deep ? 


Vaunt now no more the Triumph of your Skil, 
But, tho unfee d, exert your Arm, and kill, 
Our Scouts have learn'd the Poſture of the Foe; 
In War, Surprizes ſureſt Conduct ſhow, 


\ But Fame, that neither good nor bad conceals, 
That Þ — 1 Worth, and O ——'s Valour tells; 
How Truth in B——, how in C fh reigns . 
Varro's Magnificence with Maro's Strain 
But how at Church and Bar all gape and ſtretch 
If / plead, or $— or 0 — 5 preach; 

On nimble Wings to Warwick-Lane repairs, 
And what the Enemy intends, declares. 
Confuſion in each Countenance appear d., 1 wa 
A Council's call'd, and Srentor firſt was heard! 
His lab'ring Lungs the throng d Pretorium rent; 5 * 
Addreſſing thus the paſſive Preſident, n 
8 1 Machamn 
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Great as your matchleſs Merit, is your Pow'r: 
At your Approach, the baffled Tyrant Death ; 
Breaks his keen Shafts, and grinds his claſhing Tecth. - 
To you we leave the Conduct of the Day; 
What you command, your Vaſlals muſt obey. 
If this dread Enterprize you wou'd decline, 
We'll ſend to treat, and ſtifle the Deſign. 
But if my Arguments had force, we'd try 
To humble our audacious Foes, or die. 
Our Spight, they'll find, to their Advantage leans; 
The End is good, no matter for the Means, 
So modern Caſuifts their Talents try, 
Uprightly for the fake of Truth to lye. 


He had not finiſh'd, till th Out- guards deſcry d 
Bright Columns move in formidable Pride. 
The paſſing Pomp ſo dazzled from afar, 
It ſeem'd a Triumph, rather than a War. 
The' wide the Front, tho groſs the Phalanx grew; 
It look d leſs dreadful, as it nearer drew. 


The adverſe Hoſt for Action ſtraight prepare; 
All eager to unveil the Face of War. 
Their Chiefs lace on their Helms, and take the Field, 
And to their truſty Squires reſign their Shield: 
To paint each Knight, their Ardour and Alarms, 
Wou'd ask the Muſe that ſung the Frogs in Arms, 


And now the Signal ſummons to the Fray 
Mock Falchions flaſh, and paltry Enſigns play. 
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Their Patron God his ſilver Bow-ftring twangs; 
Tough Harneſs ruſtles, and bold Armour clangs, 


The piercing Caufticks ply their ſpightful Pow'r; 


Emeticks ranch, and keen Catharticks ſcour. 
The deadly Drugs in double Doſes fly; 
And Peſtles peal a martial Symphony. 


Novy from their levell'd Syringes they pour 

The liquid Volley of a miſſive Show'r. 

Not Storms of Sleet, which, o'er the Baltick drive, 
Puſh'd on by Northern Guſts, ſuch Horror give. 
Like Spouts in Southern Seas the Deluge broke. 
And Numbers ſunk beneath th impetuous Stroke. 


So when Leviathans diſpute the Reign 
And uncontrol!'d Dominion of the Main; 


From the rent Rocks whole Coral Groves are torn; 


And Ifles of Sea-weed on the Waves are born. 
Such watry Stores from their ſpread Noſtrils fly, 
"Tis doubtful which is Sea, and which is Sky. 


And now the ſtagg ring Braves, led by Deſpair, 
Advance, and to return the Charge, prepare. 
Each ſeizes for his Shield a ſpacious Seale, 
And the Braſs Weights fly thick as Show'rs of Hail, 
Whole Heaps of Warriors welter on the Ground, 
With Gally-Pots, and broken Phials crown d; 
Whilſt empty Jars the dire Defeat reſound. 


Thus when ſowe Storm its Chryſlal Quarry rends; 


And Fove in rattling Show rs of Ice deſcends; 


— 


Mount 


— 
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Mount Athos ſhakes the Forreſts on his Brow, 

Whilſt down his wounded Sides freſh Torrents flow, 

And Leaves and Limbs of Trees o er · ſpread the * 
But now, all Order lost, promiſcuous Blows . 

Confus dly fall; perplex d the Battel grows. 

From Stentor's Arm a maſly Opiat flyes, 

And ftrait a deadly Sleep clos'd Carus Eyes. 

At Colon great Sertorius Buckthorn flung, | 

Who with fierce Gripes, like thoſe of Death, was ſtung, 

But with a dauntleſs and diſdainful Mien 

Hurl'd back Steel Pills, and hit him on the Spleen. 

Chiron attack d Talthibius with ſuch Might, 

One Paſs had paunch'd the huge bydropick Knight, 

Who ſtrait retreated to evade the Wound, | 

But in a Flood of Apozem was drown'd, 

This Pfylas ſaw, and to the Victor ſaid, 

Thou ſhalt not long ſurvive th unwie!dy Ded. 

Thy Fate ſhall follow; to confirm it, ſwore . 

By th' Image of Priapus, which he bore: 

And rais'd an * Eagle. tons, invoking loud 

On Cynthia, leaning o'er a Silyer Cloud. 


Great Queen of Night, and Empreſs of the Seas; 
If faithful to thy Midnight Myfteries, 
If ſtill obſervant of my early Vows, 
Theſe Hands have eas d the mourning Matron's Throws; 


Direct this rais'd avenging Arm aright, 


So may loud Cymbals aid thy lab'ring Light. 
He ſaid, and let the pond'rous Fragmeat fly 
At Chiron, but learn'd Hermes put it by, 

* Ses Elin. 
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Tho' the haranguing God ſutvey d the War, 
That Day the Muſes Sons were not his Care. 
"Two Friends, Adepts, the Triſmegiſis by Name, 
Alike their Features, and alike their Flame. 
As ſimpling ne er fair Tweed each ſung by turn, 
The liſt ning River wou'd negle& his Urn. 
Thoſe Lives they fail'd to reſcue by their Skill, 
Their * Muſe cou'd make immortal with her Quill, mn ot 
But learn'd Enquiries after Nature's State 
Diſſoly'd the League, and kindled a Debate, 
The One for lofty Labours fruitful known, 

=”. Filld Magazines with Volumes of his own. 
At his once-fayour'd Friend a Tome he threw 
That from its Birth had ſlept unſeen till now. 
Stunn'd with the Blow the batter d Bard retir'd, 
Sunk down, and in a Simile expir d. 


And now the Cohorts ſhake, the Legions ply; 
The yielding Flanks confeſs the Victory. | Y 
Stentor undaunted ſtill, with noble Rage 
Sprung thro? the Battel, Querpo to engage. 
Fierce was the Onſet, the Diſpute was great, 

Both cou d not vanquiſn, Neither would retreat; 

Each Combatant his Adverſary mauls, 

With batter d Bed - pans, and ftav'd Urinali. 

On Stentors Creſt the uſeful Chryſtal breaks, 

And Tears of Amber gutter'd down his Checks. 

But whilſt the Champion, as late Rumours tell, - 
Deſign'd a ſure deciſive Stroke, he fell: 
And as the Victor hov'ring o'er him ſtood, 

With Arms extended, thus the Suppliant ſu d. 


| ® See Tail, ©, Wheo 


CANTO V. 
When Honour's loft, tis a Relief to die; 

Death's but a ſure Retreat from Infamy. 
But to the loſt, if Pity might be ſhown, 
Reflect on young Querpoi des thy Son: 
Then pity mine, for ſuch an lufant- Grace 
Smiles in his Eyes, and flatters in his Face, 
If he was near, Compaſſion he'd create, 

or elſe lament his wretched Parent's Fate. 
Thine is the Glory, and the Field is thine 


To thee the loy'd * Diſpens ry I reſign. 


At this the Victors own ſuch Ecſtaſies, 
As Memphian Prieſts if their Oſiris ſneeze: 
Or Champions with Olympick Clangour fir'd; 
Or ſimpring Prudes with ſprightly Nantx inſpir d i 
Or Sultans rais d from Dungeons to a Crown ; 
Or faſting Zealots when the Sermon's done. 


* Awhile the Chief the deadly Stroke declin d, 
And found Compaſſion pleading in his Mind. 
But whilſt he view'd with Pity the Diſtreſs d, 
He ſpy'd+ Signetur writ upon his Breaſt, 
Then tow'rds the Skies he toſs'd his threatning Head, 
And fir — 000m Fury, faid, 


n than I'll from vow d Revenge dell, 
His Holineſs ſhall turn a Quietiſt, 
Janus and the Feſwits agree, 

The Inquiſition wink at Hereſiez 

+ See the Alluſion, Virg. An. 


t Theſe Members of the — that obſerve 4 late Statmte, ard 
called by the Apothecaries Signetur Men. 


When | Warm 
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Warm Convocations own the Church ſecure, 
And more conſult her Doctrine than her Pow'r. 


With that he drew a Lancet in his Rage, 
To puncture the ſtill ſupplicating Sage. 
But while his Thoughts that fatal Stroke decree, 
Apollo interpos d in form of Fee. 
The Chief great Pæ an's golden Treſſes knew, 
He own'd the God, and his rais'd Arm withdrew. 


Thus often at the Temple-Stairs we've ſeen 
Two Tritons of a rough Athletick Mien, 
Sourly diſpute ſome Quarrel of the Flood, 
With Knuckles bruis'd, and Face beſmear'd in Blood; 
But at the firſt Appearance of a Fare, | 
Both quit the Fray, and to their Oars repair, 


The Heroe fo his Enterprize recalls, 
His Fiſt unclinches, and the Weapon falls. 
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75 » Auſpicious Health appear d on Zephir s 
174% 4 Wings; | 
bbbe ſeem'd a Cherub moſt divinely bright; 
mn More ſoft than Air, more gay than Morns 
„„ - ng Light. .; 
A Charm ſhe takes from each excelling Fair, 
And borrows Is Shape, and G———ter$ Air, 
Her Eyes like Rs their Beams diſpenſe, 
with Ch — ils Bloom, and B— kley's Innocence; 
On Iris thus the differing Beams beſtow 
The Die, that paints the Wonders of ber Bow; 
From the fair Nymph a yocal Muſick falls, 
As to Machaon thus the Goddeſs calls. 


Enough th Atchievement of your Arms you've ſhown, 
You ſeek a Triumph you ſhou'd bluſh to own: 


* See Newt, of Col, 


— 


72 be DISPENSARY. 


Haſte to th Ehſſan Fields, thoſe bleſs'd Abodes, 
Where Harvy fits among the Demi - Gods. 
Conſult that ſacred Sage, ſoon He'll diſcloſe 
The Method that muſt mollify theſe Woes. 

Let Celſus for that Eater prize prepare, 
His Conduct to the Shades ſhall be my Care. 


Aghaſt the Heroes ſtood diſſolv'd in Fear, 
A Form ſo Heav'nly bright They cou'd not bear; 
Celſus alone unmoy'd, the Sight beheld, 
The reſt in pale Confuſion left the Field. 


So when the Pigmies, marſhall'd on the Plains, 
Wage puny War againſt th'invading Cranes; 
The Poppets to their Bodkin Spears repair, 
And ſcatter'd Feathers flutter in the Air; 
But when the bold imperial Bird of Fove 
| Stoops on his ſounding Pinions from above, 
Among the Brakes the Fairy Nation crowds, 
And the Strimonian Squadron ſeeks the Clouds. 
\ 
And now the Delegate prepares to go 
And view the Wonders of the Realms below; 
Then takes Amamum for the Golden Bough, 
Thrice did the Goddeſs with her Sacred Wand 


The Pavement ſtrike; and ſtrait at her Command + 


The willing Surface opens, and deſcries 

A deep Deſcent that leads to nether Skies, 

* Hygeia to the ſilent Region tends; | 
And with his Heav'aly Guide the Charge deſcends; 


Health, celebrated by the Ancients as 4 Goddeſs, 
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| Within ths Cliinbirs of ib Glebe they yy age hes" 


ie: 
The Beds where feeping Vegetables ye, ONS 1 
'Till the glad Sammons of a Genial IN 


Unbinds the Glebe." and calls them out T0 n, 
Hence Pancies triek themſelves in various 

Ang bence Funquil; derive their fragrant Dew © 0 
Hence the Carnation and the baſtiful Re 3 Ba 
Their Virgin Bluſhes to the Morn diſdoſe, —_ 
Hence the chaſt Lily riſes to the Light, D 
Unveils her ſnowy Breyſts, and change the Sight. . 
Hence Arbours are with twining Greens array'd, ES if 
T oblige complaiging Lovers with their Shade: | 
And Hence on Daphne's Lawrel'd Forehead grow | | 
Immortal Wreaths for Phabus and Naſſau, | [ed ot 


Th poi ng meg N 
Benumb'd they ſeem, nd doubeful if alive. © £8: N 

From Winter e Fury hither they repair, en 
And ſtay. for milder Skies and ſofter Air; © ee 
CE cm — 
Where hateful Nuss and painted Liz.zards lee - 
Where ſhiv'ring Snake: the Summer Solſtice wait; © 
Unfurl their painted Folds, and ſlide in State. 

Here their new Form the numb'd + Erxce hide, 
Their num rous Feet in ſiender Bandage ty'dj © 


Soon as the kindling Year begins to riſe, s. ue 
This upſtart Race their native Clod deſpiſe, | 2 a 

And proud of pied di nr the Skies, | 
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| Now thoſe prefounder Regiots They ele, 
Where Metals ripen in vuſt Cuttes of Oꝶn. 
Here, ſullen to the Sight, at large is ſpread -  * | 
The dull unwieldy Maſs'of lumpiſh Lead. 6 gs 
There, glimm'ring in their dawning Beds, — 
The more aſpiring Seeds of ſprightly, Tin. 
The Copper ſparkles next in ruddy Streaks; 
And in the Gloom betrays i its glowing Checks. 

. The Silver then with bright and burniſh'd Grace, 

' Youth and a blooming Luftre in its Face, 
To th' Arms of thoſe more yielding Metals flics, 
And in the Folds of their Embraces lyes. 
So cloſe they 'ding, ſo Rubbornly retire; 
Their Love's more violent chan the Chymilt's Fire 


Near Theſe the Delegate with Wonder ſpies - 
Where Floods of living Silver ſerpentize: 0 © 

. Where richeſt Metals their bright Looks put on, 
And Golden Streams through Amber Channels run. 
Where Light's gay God deſcends to ripen Gene, 


/ 


And lend a Luſtre brighter than his Beams. 

Here he obſerves the Subterranean Cds. 
Where wanton Nature fports in idle Shells. 7 
Some Helicoeids, ſome Conical appear; 43 


Theſe, Miters emulate, Thofe, Turbans are. 20 
Here Marcafites in various Figure wait, | 
To ripen to a true Metallick State: 

g Til Drop ti from impending Rock deſc 

Their Subſtance petrifie, and Progreſi end. * 
Nigh, livid Seas of kindled Nw __ 


ue lun | 8 


aus: vi, 


nn * 
And hurl their nan, „ 


. 1 
8. 


ne views wich . 3 
Where with boarſe Dinos iqppriſon'd Tempeſts re; 
e a4 
Or, whirling in tumultuous Eddics, fight. , 
The warring Winds unmoy'd Hygeia bead. | 

Br thr ld Jn ar mak fr Gr, 
Andromeda, ſo whilſt her Heroe fought, 
NE r eee 


wy now the Goddeſs. with ber Charge e deſcends; | | 
=_— ſcarce one ehearfyl Glimpſe their 8 Steps befriends. 
Here his forſaken Seat old Chas keeps; ff 8 
And undiſturb'd by Form, in Silence lleeps, 
A griſly Wight, and hideous to the Eye; 
An aukward Lump of ſhapeleſs Anarchy. 
With ſordid. Age, his Features are defac'ds,. 
His Lands unpeopled, and his Countries waſte: _ "WY 
To theſe dark Realms much learned Lyraber creeps, 
There copious 34. fafe.in Silence Deeps. 
Where Muſhroom Libels in Oblivion lie, 
And, ſyon as bora, like other Monſters die, 
Upon a Copch of Jet ia theſe Abodes, 2s 1 
Dull Night, bis'melancholly Confon, gods. 1 
No Ways aud Means their Cabinet employs, © 
But their dark Hours they wales | in barren Joy, 


' Nigh this Receſs, with Terror they ſurvey | 
Where Death mgiotaigs his dread tyrannick n 
In the cloſe Covert of a Cypreſs Grove, 

n Gobling frigk, and Ar wre, 


1 


Yawn 


* 


wy Dory Wb ak. | 

” . Yavens a dark Cave, with awful Horror wide, 
And there the Monarch's Triumphs are deſery d. 
Confus'd, and wildly huddled to the Eyre, 
The Beggar's Pouch, and Prince's Purple le. 
Dim Lamps with fickly Rays ſcarce ſeem to plow; © 
Sighs heave in mournful Moans, and Tears der Ho. | 
Reſtleſs Anxiety, forlorn Deſpair, | | 
"And all the faded Family of Care, © | 
Old mouldring Urns, Racks, = + and Ds 
Make op the frightful Horror d the Place. | 


Within its dreadful Jaws thoſe pie wit. 
Which execute the harſh Decrees of Fate. 

® Febris is firſt: The Hag relentleſs hears | 
The Virgin's Sighsz and ſces the Infant's Tears 
In ber parch'd Eye-Balls fiery Meteors reignz 
* reſtleſs Ferments reyel in each Vein. 


Then + Hydvops ve pi nA jg 
Bloated, and big, ſhe lowly fails along. | 
But like a Miſer, in Exceſs ſhe's poor; 

And pines for Thirſt nnn her wan Sore: 


Now loathſome + Lepra, that offenſive Spright; t 
With foul Eruptions ſtain d, offends the Sight, 
Still deaf to Beauty's ſoft perſuading Pow r: 

Nor can bright Hebe's Charms her Bloom ſecure. 


Whilſt meager J Pehiſcs gives a ſilent Blow, 

Her Strokes are ſure; but her Advances flow, 

No loud Alarms, nor fierce Aſſaults are ſhown: 

eb fiarves the eee 
Fav. I Dropfie. vr dere 
yr - Behigd 
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THEN VI. 


Peind nd Crowd of much ce Name, | 
Too numeraus to repeat, too Oy 
The Vaſſals of their Monarch's Tyranny: ' 
* at ae | 


Now Coli, wich his andy 
The filent Region of the fleeting Shades:  - 
| Where Rocks sad ruful Deſarts are defory'd; 
And ſullen Styæ rqlls doven his lazy Tide. 
Then ſhews the Ferry-man the Plant he bore, 
And claims his Paſſage to the further Shore. 
To whom the Sin Bilee ſmiling, ſaid, 
Vou need no Paſs - port to demand l 
Phyſicians never linger on this Strand: r 
Our awful Monarch and his Conſort owe Fine m 
To them the peopling of their Realms helo .. 
Then in bis ſwæthy Hand be: groſp A his Orr, i 1 
Receiy'd his Gueſts aboard, SY ne. 


1 


Now, is the Goddeſs and her Charge prepare / 5 


To breathe the Sweets of ſoft Eh Air, 

Upon the Left they ſpy a penſiye * Shade. 

Who on his bended Arm had rais'd his Head. 
Pale Grief {ate heavy on bis mournful LO pg. 


To whom, not 2 — thus Celſus ſpoke: 


Tell me, thou much afid Shade, who figs.  - 
Burſt from your.Breaf, and Torrents from your Ryes:. | 
And who thoſe mangled Manes are, which ſhow ._ 
A ſullen Satisfaction at your Woe? Nen ; M122 

* Sue the Alien, ny > b, p00 BP 
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Know, I'm Gugicam, once your firmeſt Friend. 
And on this barren Beach ĩn Diſcontent an t ei te?? 351 


Thoſe Spe&res ſeam'd with Scars that threaten there, * 

They; vex with endleſs Clamours my Repoſe: 11 
This wants his Palate; r e 3 U 
And here they execute ſtern nan e Follat hn 
And ply me ev'ry Moment un fü Dee : 
T6 2 '* 1 7 5. 

Then Celis thi O Aueh bed n * 44 1b 
How Tigid is the Sentence you relate? 
1 recolle& your former Air, 7 * „ 

Bur ab, how much you're chang d from what you were 
Infipid as your late Friſans you lee. 


That once were ſprightlier fur than Mercury.” | 9. 
At the ſad Tale you tell, the Foppies weep, | | 5 uf 
And mourn their vegetable Souls aſleep. an. 
The unctuous Larix, and the healing Pine 

Lament your Fate in Tears of Turpentine. 


But ff ill the Off. ſpring of your Brain ſhall prove Arn of 

The Grocer's Care; and brave the Rage of Fove. e. 

Wben Bonfires blaze, your vagrant Works ſhall . 
N In Rocken, an der receb the wond ring Skies 


* 
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If Mortals &er'the Shgias Pow're cou d bend, 
Entreaties to their awiul Seats I'd/fend. | 
But fince no human Arts the Fates difſuade; e 
Deen us bee e e en a 26. 
In vain th unhappy Ghoſt ſtill urg d his Stay;g/ 
Thea rifing from the Ground, he ſhew'd the Way; 


FA 
: 
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Since, faid che Gho, avis by you des by an ; 


Am doom d to ſtay, till th\angry- Powers relent : | 
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4 Canto: vt. 59 
Nigh the dull Shoar a Aae onde W567 
That with a dreadful Frown ſurvey'd 2 „R 
Its fearful Brouy no lively Greens put un, 0 8 
No frisking Goms bound oer the ridgy — 351102 coal 
To gain the Summit the bright Goddeſs try d, 
* Celſus ſollo d, 1 721 a 


Th Aſcerit enn no they towre on dich. 
And rafte th' Indulgence of a milder Sky. * 5 I A 


Soft Infant Bloſſoms their chaſt Odours pay, 
And Roſes bluſh their fragrant Lives away. 4865, | 
Cool Streams thro flow'ry Meadows gently glides © + * © 
And as They paſs, their painted Banks they chide. 75 
Theſe bliſsful Plains no Blights, nor Mildews fear, 

The Flow'rs ner fade, and Shrubs as Myrtles be. A 
The Morn awakes the Tulip from her Bed ; n 
Fer Noon in painted Pride ſhe decks her Head: 
Roab'd in rich Dye ſhe triumphs on the Green, £4.45 
And ev'ry Flow'r does Homage to their Queen. 8 
So when bright Venus riſes from the Flood. * 
Around in Throngs the wond'ring Nereids crowd 
The Trizons gaze, and tune each vocal Shell, 

And ev'ry Grace unſung; the Waves conceal. | 


The Delegate oblerves, with wond'ring Eycs, | 
Ambrofial Dews deſcend, and Incenſe riſe. 
Then haſtens onward to the pentive Grove, | 
The fileitt e Manſon of difafttous Love. ; 
Here Jealouſie with Jaundice Looks appears, 5 
And broken Slumbers, and fataiek Fears, POE - 

Lf Vi 2a, 6 | 
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80 The „ 1 
| The widow'd Tertle bangs her moyltiog-Wigge,/ fait 
And to the Woods in mournfal Murmurg fings, + i + 17 
No Winds but Sighs there are, no Flogds but Tus, 
Each conſcious Tree a Tragick Signal bears, «at dart a7 
Their wounded Bark records ſome broken v. W. 
And Willow Gal hn on n B. 0! pd by 


- Qbvia boo in Solina hö found... 2M 
Ee: Hr des ele a, any Gem ron + 
Her Dreſs neglected, and unbqund her Hair. we 
She ſeem d the Going Lmege;af Deſpays «7 ala 10 , 
How lately did this celebrated Thing N 
Blaze in the Box, and ſparkle in he Bing); 
Till the Green: ſickgeſi and Loye's farce betray'd \ 
Ty Dena reawennys dry nid LES N 
rs th ee n d 14 6 1447 
"All ver confae the guilty. Lover taod, low nts 5” 
- The Light forſopk his Rye, his Cheeks the der 
An Icy Horrour ſhiver'd in bis Look, | 
* Agr ee Nymph He der.: 


den Shade, from whence ſuch apxioys Care, 
W dite der d, and.your e . 459 | 
= thus you languifh like 4,6 Flowr, H 
Cruſh'd by the weight of ſome relentleſs Show'r?* F. 
Tour ingot our le 11 Coniut be | a 
O that inſtead of Traſh you'd taken Stee}} | | 
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* Stabb'd with t&'apkilad Repra cee 
Thus to ber late infulting Lever fd; PER Pe 
When Ladies liſten not to. look Defire, 
You ner Hole e 
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et 0 * T 0 VI. 
Smile or Forbid, Encourage or Reprove, 
You ſtill find Reaſons to believe we love: 
Vainly you think a Liking we betray, ' 
— Tg we iy." axis 
Few are the Fair Ones of Rifilla's Make, ane 
Unaek' he guns aainjur'd ben kene: i t$6.21 
But ſev'ral Calia s, ſey'ral Ages boaſt, 

That like, where Reaſon recommends the moft. 

Where heav'oly Truth and Teaderneſs conſpire, — 
Chaſt Paſſion may perſyride us to defire, © © 0 


Your Sex, he cryd, as Cuſtom bids, — mw 
In Forms the Tyrant tyes ſuch haughty Slaves. | 44 © 
To do nice Conduct Right, 4 . | 
Impulſes are but weak, where Reaſon's ſtrong. 75 


Some want the Courage, but how few the Flame! | [td 
They like the Thing, that ſtartle at the Name. 20 
The lonely Phenix, tho profeſyd a Nun. zur 4 
Warms into Love; and kindles'4t the Bun. * 


Thoſe Tales of ſpicy Urns and tragrant Fires, 
Are but the Emblems of her ſcorch'd Defires. = 


Then as he ftrove to claſp the fleeting Var. 
His empty Arms confeſs'd th* impaſſive Air. 
From his Embrace th unbody d Spectre flies, Stk 
And a8 ſhe mov d. he hid bm wid er Eyes 2 


They ballen now to that delightful Plain, 2 | 
Where the glad Manes of the Bleſs'd remain: ag 


Where Harvey gathers Simples, to beſtow 

Immortal ber cher onda + | 
Soon as the bright Hygeia was in view, K 
The Venerable Sage ber Preſence knew-wa * 


"- * 9 l 
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LE gf en A "00 
Hail, blooming Goddeſs!, Thou propitious Pow'r;. T 
Whoſe Bleſſings. Mortals yore. than Life implore. i ., 
With much Luſtre your bright n * 
That Cottages are Courts where: Thoſe aper. 
r mw Sr Sea ns ol 
Finds Rate in Vivian er FOE 10. 9 Grand... 181 


With juft Reſentments 00 Contempt you ſee . 

The foul Diſſentions of the Faculty; 2 

How your fad fick ning ho dang ht , 
. 

Her Sons nder „ WE 

But ſtudy Nature Leſs, and Lucre. more, 

Not ſo when Rome to th Epidauriaz raig'd 

A Temple, -where devoted Incenſe bl c. 
Oft Father Tber views-the lofiy Fire. 
As the learn d. San Tera like thy Sos... all! | af 
The Sage with Renudus lie Honours cim 

The Gift of Lifoand Lows were then the fine 


I mod of old, how vital Currents glide, 
And the Meanders of their refluent Tide. 
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And bow the Spirits by Mechanick Laws, - al 
In wild Careers. tarnultuous Riots cauſe, : TRA, 
Nor wou'd our Wharton, Bates, md Gin ye , 333 

In the Abyſs of blind Obſcurity. Ye 
e ws * 


And Pear's Art is by Djvibo 4: war 10 * D 71 8? . Ty 
| + Tap i we hn of They ae 
* of Apollo. 4: We. 20822070 VY : 
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And when, amian his Oliver plac'd, He fende, 
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Then let your Chutgꝰ tend, arne £8 ex . 
How her loſt Health your Scifnce tay en A b 


hy oT 
Haſte, and the matebleß ids Wiles; 

From Heav'n and great Naſſau he hug the —_ 
Th' oppreſs'd to hir Alum ill repairy © *. bk "i 4 Ps 
Arts be ſupports, and Learning id his Care?” od 
He ſoftens the barſh Rigour of the Laws, 

Blunts their keen Tape, « and gricds their ner Chet 
And graciouſly he caſts'a pitying Eye r 
On the fad State of virtuous Poverty /, 
When · er he ſpeaks, Heavens ! hot the — rast 
Dwells on the melting Muſick of bis Tongue. * 
His Arguments are Emblems of bis Mein, TX 
Mild, but not faint; and forting, the” ferene; 
And when the Pow'r of Eloquetice hed try, 
Here, Lightning ſtrikes you ; there, ſoft'Breezes n 
. 
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28 


To him you muſt your fickly State whe, 

Your Charter claims him as your Viſiter. © 
Your Wounds be'll dofe, and foy'reignly reſtore © 
rern . 15 = 


Then Naſſaw's Health all be your glorious Aim, 
His Life ſhould be un laſting us his Füme. 0.57% Wa js bob 
Some Princes Claims from Devaſtations ſpring, | 
He condeſcends in Pity to be King: 


And pages. debe U ek . * 
Ev'n then not leſs.a Heros he appears, © 0 * + Alus {' 


Than when his Laurel Dudem be wert 
q FTP kf + 


4 * 
- 8 


+ 
* 


8 The DrispENSARx. 
Wou'd Phoebus, or his G—— le, but inſpire 
Their facred Veh'mence of Poetick Fire; 


To celebrate in Song that God-like Pow'r, 
Which did the lab'ring Univerſc reſtore: 


Fair Albion s Cliffs wou'd Eccho to the Strain, 


And praiſe the Arm that Conquer d, to regain 


The Earth's Repoſe, and Empire o'er the Main. 


Still may th! immortal Man his Cares repeat, 
To make his Bleſſinge endleſs as they're great: 


Whilſt Malice and Ingratitude confeſs 


They've ftrove for Ruin long without Succeſs. 
When late, Fove's * Eagle from the Pyle ſhall riſe 
To bear the Victor to the boundleſs Skies, 
Awhile the God puts off Pateraal Care, | 
Negle&s the Earth, to give the Heav'ns a Star. 
Near Thee, + Alcides, ſhall the Heroe ſhine; 

His Rays reſembling, as his Labours, Thine. 


Had ſome fam'd Patriot, of the Latin Blood, 
Like Julius Great, and like Octavius Good, 
But thus preſerv'd the Latin Liberties, 
Aſpiring Columns ſoon had reach'd the Skfes: 
Loud Jog the proud Capitol had ſhook, 
And all the Statues of the Gods had ſpoke, 


No more the Sage his Raptures cou'd purſue: 


He paus'd; and Celſus with his Guide withdrew. 


V Read the Ceremony of the Apotheoſis, 
1 Hercules, 4 Confellation near Ariadne's Crown, 
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